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- MUSES BANQUET, 
VOCAL REPOSITORY, 

For the Bear 1791. 


DS ERNST» 
VII XxzwesT AND MOST MODERN COLLECTION 


= #3 | 
R | 5 - 1 
. Songs, Ducts, Trios, &c. | 
\- LATELY 8UNG AT THE | 1 
— . Anacreontiè Society || Dibdin's Oddities 
„ * Theatres Royal | Beef Steak Club 
"i Vauxhall Aſtiey's 3 
: Sadler's Wells Circus . 
4 
And at other Convivial and Polite Aﬀernblies A 
in Town. Y 
* | . 1 
* Nn, | i 
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„PRICE SIXPENCE. A 


generous Public, for their liberal Support, in ſo ſpee- 
dity purchafeng his firſt Collection of Songs; and begs 


® feave to aſſure them, that uething ſhall be' wanting in 


| ere ſung at all the Public Places during this Seaſon, 


for this Selection. He will not (like ſome Prezenders) 
boaſt of the Beauty and Elegance of tle Type and 
Printing, but leave it to that Public whoſe Fawor 


end Support he has experienced, and who always can 
' diſcover real Merit, He further begs. leave do inforns 
them, that being the Printer, he is enabled to fell fer 
Siæpence nearly as much in Quantity, as that for ewhich 


ſome Perſois charge One Shilling, 


him, ic get the neweſt and mot admired Songs which © 


* 


* 


pl 


| together with the Addition of many wrote on Purpoſe | 


* 
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1 | THE HONEST WATERMAN 
| 
"1 Sung by Mr. DiIBDIx. 
2h { Was, d'you ſee, a Waterman, 
a | As tight and ſpruce as any; 
et Twixt Richmond town 
0 And Horſtydown 
I turn'd an honeſt penny: 
/ | "4 None could of Fortune's favours brag 
E More than could lucky I; 
pli My cot was ſnue, well fill'd my cag, 
3 My grunte: in my ſte, 
We: © With wherry tight, 
12 And boſom light, 
a I cheerfully did row: 


TR. nd to complete this princely life, 


f Sure never one had friend o wife 
7 hy. 
Abe my Poll and my partner joe. * ; 
{Like my Poll, Sc, | 


I roll'd 


(6) | 
J roll'd in joys like theſe awhile, 
Folks far and near careit me ; 


Till woc is me, — : 

So lubber!7, | 

The vermin came and preſt me, | 
How could { ali theſe plcatures leave? 4 
How with my wherry part ? ] 


I never took ſc on to grieve; 


It wrung my very heart: 
But when on board ö 
They gage the word, | 

To foreign varts to go, « 


I ru'd the'moment I was born, 
That I ſhould ever thus be torn 


"TK From my Poll and my partner Joe. | g 
of Li: my y Boll, © 
, f I did my duty manfully, TY ; 

| 4 While on the bHlows rolling; | \ 

4 | And night or day 8 ; 
; Could find my way * | 

' Blindfold to the mainop bowling. | 


Thus all the dangers of the main, 
Quickſands and gales of wind 
I brav'd, in hopes to taſte again 
The joys I leit behind. 
In climes afar, 


: 1 The hotteſt war, 
7 


wy 


i 
* L 


Pour'd broadfides on the foe. 
I will theſe perils all relate, 
As by my ſide attentive ſit 
My wife and my partner Joe. | 
Like my Poll, Sc. 


- 
127 
* 
N - 
* 


Menne 


at 


„ 
At laſt it pleas'd his Majeſty 
To give peace to the nation 
And honeſt hearts, 
From foreign parts, 
Came home for conlſc; ation. 
Like lightning, for I felt new life, 
Now ſafe from war's larms, 
I return'd, and found mv friend and wife 
Lock'd in each others arms: 
Yet fancy not 
I bore this dot, 
For him, a lubber, no, 
For ſeeiag I was finely trick'd, 
Plump to the Devil I boldly kick'd 
My Pol! and my partner joe. 


Lite my Poll, Ec. 


— — 


— — 


ooo rr O 
A FAVOURITE. SONG 
Sung by Mr, INCLEDON, at FVorxhall. 


F ARK! the boatſwain loud pipes, the 
ſignal alarms, | 
Fair and ſoft blows the breeze to the main: 
And tho' my dear Poll I am torn from your 
arms, | 
Do you think you'll ne'er fee me again? 
Ah! no, never harbovr a thought ſo unkind, 
Never think on the ;illows that roar ; 
1 know there's a Cherub now ſails on the wind, 


That will pilot thy Tom tothe ſhore, 


. 


My 


ox 4 
— „% 


8 

My country awhile claims the duty I owe, 
Which with hazard of tel will ne 5 

Oh, ſtop then, y Poll, t! e tears that now flow, 
For 't. Hour that calls me away: 

But ſnould th h Toni feel death's fatal dart, 
Should he oat a cold corpſe on the wave; 
Oh may t the news, when it reaches your 
Heart, 4 

Cauſe a tear to be dropt on his grave! 


J wou'd that my love, never ſorrow ſhou'd 
know, 
That one ſigh ſhou'd eſcape from her breaſt; 
Or from her ſweet eve-lius one tear ever flow, 
That wight rob her dear foul of its reſt, 
MWhen the tempeſt loud roars, when horrors 
- affail; 
When our bark is high toſt by the ſea, 
Thy Tom Hall remember, amid the rade gale, 
To beſtow a kind thought apzn hee, 


Farewel, my dear Poll, till my countr: reca alls 
Once again her bold tars frem the mair 
Ne*er doubt bat the thur der from gur w 20s 
walls 
Wi 11 foon humble the Dons ot proud a, 
Then chear up, my Poll, thy forrows pray cea 
For that gentle Commander above, 
When he pleaſes to ſpread the ſweet enſign of 
eace, 
Will reſtore thy poor Tom to his love. 


SANDY 


„ i 4c ORE. om OO TOTO * 


e 


DY 
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| 
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3 
SANDY o' THE GREEN. 
Sung by Miſs Leary, at I auxhai!, 


OVW ſpring her ſweets diicloſes 
N And flow'rets deck the grove; 
I'll mak, wi' ſuceteſt roſes, 

A garland for my love. 
The flow'rs that ſcent the air, 
Are not ſae blooming een; 
Are not ſae ſweet and tair, 
As Sandy o'the Green, 
Noe lad can blink ſae blithe and gay, 

Nae lad that e er was ſe el, 

Sac ſweetly on the pipe can play, 

As Sandy o'the Green, 


As o'er the burn a Maying 
I lately bent my way, 
{ met young Sandy ſtraying 
WY lads and laſſes gay: 
I felt delizht and pleaſure 
To view his ſhape and mien; 
Sure, then, my only treaſure 
Is Sandy o' the Green. 
Nae lad can blink; cs 


* > vows he will be mine, 
e Kirk ſhall mak us ane, 
All = laſſes he*ll reſign, 
And live for me alan: : : 
There's tae muc 1 joy in ſtore for me, 
I envy not a Queen 3 
While am bleſt wi? laws and thee, 
Dear Sandy 2* the Green. 
Nae lad can blink,. Sc. 
S 


* 
4 

* 

„ 
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Sung by Mrs. ToRDARN, in the SPOIT. D CHILD» 
AM a= briſk and ſprightly lad, 

But juſt come home from ſea, Sir; 

| Of all the lives I ever led, 

1 A ſailor's lite for me, Sir. 

| WWhilf the boatfwain pipes all Bands, 

With yeo, yeo, yeo, yeo, yeog Sin. 


What gil but loves a merry tat; 
We o'er the world roam, Sir: 
In ev'ry clime we find a port, 
In ev'ry port a home, Sir. 


L Teo, yeo, Sc. 
| 1 | But when our country's foes are nigh, 
3 | Each haſtens to his gun, Sir; 
1 hi We make the boating Frenchmen fly, 
| And bang the haughty Dons, Sir. 


Wo, VEOsS Sa. 
2 


Our foes ſubdu'd - once more on ſhore, 
We ipend cur caſh with glee, Sir; 
And when al!'s gone, we drown our care, 
And out again to lea, Sir. 


Teo, yeo, c. 


A favourite Ballad, by Mr. DIBDI. 


EN RBackſtay lov'd the gentle Anna; 
Conitnt as purity was the ; 
Her honey words, lite iucc*ting manna, 
Cheerx'd him each voyage he made to —— 2 | 
28 
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| 
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611 ) 

One fatal morning ſaw them parting, 
W!.ile each the other's ſorrow dry'd, 

They, oy the tear that then was ſtarting, 
Vou'd to be conſtant till they dy'd. 


£ 
At 4ifance from his Anna's rms 04: 
While howling winds the fy deform, 
Ben ighs, and well 2 . is duty, 
And braves, tor love, the frighted ſtorm. 


Alas, in vain! the veſſel batter'd, 

On a rock ipl'tting, opens wide; 
While lacerated, torn and! thatter'd, 

Ben thought of Anna, {gud and dy'd. 


The ſemblance of each charming feature, 
That Ben had worn aronnd his neck 
Where art ſtood ſubſtitute for nature, 
A tar, his friend, fav'd from the wreck. 


In fervent hope, while Apa burning, 
Bluſ*d as the wiſh'd to be a bride, 

The portrait came, joy turn'd to nionraing, 
She ſaw, grew pale, funk down, and dy "11 f 


_ ——_ — —_— 


THE SWEET LITTLE ANGEL. | 
A fawourite Song, ſuns by Mis LEARY, ot Vauxhall, 
WW HEN Jack parted from me to plough the 

ſalt deep, 
Alas! I may'nt ſce him again, 
Is . of all talkius, I could not but weep ; 
o help him I'm ſure was in vain. 


Then 


Ht; 

{ „ 

| Then he broke from my arms, and bid me 
| farewel, 

| Saying come Poll, my ſoul, it won't do, 

| So d'hear, avaſt whining and ſobbing, my girl: 


"Tis all fooliſh nouſenſe in you, 
I could not help thinking that Jack was in fight, 
From a ſomething that whiſper'd,- d'ye ee ; 
AS There's a ſweet litile Angel, ihat ſits out of fight, 
Will reflore my poor Fack auto ine. 


Yet while he's at diſtance, each thought is em- 
| ploy'd, 
WY And nought can delight me on ſhore : 
| I fancy at times that the ſhip is deſtroyed, 
And Jack I ſhall never fee more. 
But then it's but fancy, that Angel above, 
Who can do ſuch a number of things, 
} I know will ne'er ſuffer a harm to my love, 
And ſo to myſelf I thus ſing: 
What matters repining, my heart ſhall be light, 
For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 
There's a ſweet little Angel, 3c. 


* 
#, * 
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But ſhould that ſweet Angel, wherever he be, 
Forge: to look out after jack— 

Why then he may never, return uato me, 

Ah, never, no never come back: 

] But oh, it can't be, he's too good and too kind, 
To make the ſalt water his grave; 

And why ſhould I then each tale tell or mind, 
Or dread ev*;y turbulent wave: 

f Beſides, I will never kind Providence flight, 

For a ſomething there whiſpers, d'ye ſee, 

There's a ſweet little Angel, Sc. 


— —— — 3 
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The MaiD of MARTINDALE, 


l: A favourite Song, ſung by Mr. Pacr, at Vauxhall, | 


N Martindale, a village gay, 
A damſel deigns to dwell, 
Whoſe looks are Ike a ſummer's day, 
Whoſe charms no tongue can tell; 
Whene'er 1 meet her on my way, 
I tell my am'rous tale; 
? Then heave a ſigh, or ſoftly ſay, 
| Sweet Maid of Martindale. 


7 
* 


This nymph has numbers in her traia; 
From Hodge up to the *Squire ; 
A conqueſt makes of ev'ry ſwain ; 
All gaze, and all admire ! 
| Then where's the hope, alas! for me, 
ky . That I ſhould e'er prevail: 
„ Yet, while I breathe, I'll think on thee, 
1 Sweet Maid of Martindale. 


Should fate propitious be my lot, 
EY To call this charmer mine, 
I'd live content in lowly cot, 
And pompous thoughts reſign : 
| But if ſhe ſcorns each heart-felt ſigh, 
nds And leaves me to bewail; 
For thee, my fair, for thee I'll die, 
—_ Sweet Maid of Martindale, 
5 
2 B SWEET 
„Oc. | - 
Th: 


SWEET NAN OF HAMPTON - GREEN, 


Sung by Mr. INcLEDON, at J"auxhall, 


I'TTH care I've ſearch'd the village round 
And many a hamlet try'd ; 
Atlaſta fair 1've hap'ly found, 
Devoid of art and pride, 
In a neat little cot, 
It is her lot 
A ruſtic life to lead; 
With tender care 
Her larabkins rear, 
And watch hcr ewes at fecd. 
Where I hames infitver current f{ows, 
To beautify the ſcene ;; 
There blooms this fair, a bluſhing roſe, 
Sawveet Nan of Einmpton-Greene 


Her eyes beſpeak a ſoul for love, , 5 
Her manner form'd to pleaſe ; * * 
In mildneſs equal to the dove, 
With innocence and cale. 
To paint her face, 
Her form and grace, ; 
All words are weak and vain 
Enough to teh, 
She does excell 


The daughter of the main. : 
L j here Thames, c 


When firſt this charmer I ſurvey'd, 

M 1th doubt my heart was fraught j 
Fancy the beauteous maid pourtray'd 
A goddeſs to my thought. 


ih cn 2 


II 


1 


In am'rous bliſs 


E Ne I ſtole a kiſs, 

J. Which baniſh'd all alarms: | 
vw. Then joyful found, | 
Sts My wiſhes crown'd, | 


Immortal in my arms. 
Where Thames, c. 


— — 


THE SAILOR'S RoUZ EZ. 
Tune Come ye lads who wiſh to ſhine.) 
EARTS of Oak, with vigour rouze, 


Danger never fearing : 
Now your country's cauſe eſpouſe, 
And drub the foe that's daring. 
Soon the haughty Dons ſhall ſmart ; 
Soon we'll ſhare their treaſure : 
Aways to a ſailor's heart, 
A Spaniſh war gives pleaſure. 


Boys, the happy moments watch, 
Let 'em know their maſters ; 
From the Indies ſhip-loads fetch 
Of dollars and piaſtres. 


3 Chorus. 
' If with us the chiefs of Spain 
Wiſh to be at variance; 
I ww With the foremoſt of the train 
* We'llmatch an Engliſh Clarence. 


Fn B 2 Neptune 
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Neptune viewing Royal Game 
Panting after glory, 

Crie “ My ſons, away to fame, 
And rival ancient ſtory.“ 


Cherus „ 


Britain ſmiling ſeems to ſay, 
« What 1s here expended, 

* Coſis and ſuit the Don ſhall pay, 
« Before the cauſe is ended.“ 


- Chor HS» 


Unanimity's the toaſt, 
(Courting no alliance) 
That preſerv'd, the Britiſh coat 
May bid the warld defiance. 
O'er the Spaniſh main to ride, 
Not a foul will grumble : 
Till the haughty Dons their pride ® 
Ard inſolence wve'll humble. 


a 


—_— 
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CHARMING KITTY. 
Sung by Mr. InNcritDoN, at Yauxhall, 


HO” many a nymph may claim my ſong, 
For ſhape and grace, and features hand- 
ſome, : 
Yet. Kate, ſuch charms to thee belong, 
As wellare worth a monarch's ranſom, 
And had I India's wealth in ſtore, 
I'd ſhun with joy the court or city; 
And live ſequeſter'd evermore, 
With thee, ſweet maid, my charming Kitty 
I many 


Cherius „ 


Chor HS» 


Il. 


ſon g 
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Ki tt y. 
[ many 
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WE} 0 


I many an acre, Kate, can boaſt, 


Large tracts of lan, and golden treaſure ; 


Then come, ſweet irl, I love thee moſt, 
III lay it at thy feet with pleaſure: 
For thee I'll e'en the ſex reſign, 


The fair, the brown, the gay, the witty 


If thou'lt be mine, and only mine, 
Sweet ruſtic maid, my — Kitty. 


Then leave the ſhepherds, bonny Kate, 


1 
| 
| 


i 


Lay by the crook, each care give over; 
And let me henceforth on thee wait— 
A taſk how pleaſing to a lover ! 
My life I'll dedicate to thee, 
And ſing thee oft a tender ditty ; 
If thou'lt conſent to live with me, 


Sweet ruſtic maid, my charming Kitty ! 


Poor Tou: or, THz SaiLor's EP1TAPH. 


By Mr. DiBvpin. 


ERE, aſheer hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling, 


The darling of our crew 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt how ling, 
For Death has broach'd him too. 
His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 
His heart was kind and ſoft ; 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he's gone aloft, 


B 3 


Tom 
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Tom never from his word departed, 
His virtues were ſo rare; 

His friends were many and true-hearted 
His Poll was kind and fair, 

And then he'd fing ſo blyth and jolly 
Ah! many a time and oft ; 

But mirth is turn'6 to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft, 


Yet ſhall poor Tom find pleaſant weather, 
When He who all commands, 
Shall give, to call life's crew together, 
The word to pipe all hands. 
Thus Death, who kings and tars diſpatches, 
Tom's life hath vainly dofPd : 
For though his body's under hatches, 


o 


His ſoul is gone aloft. . 
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The GREEN WIH PEN SLIONER. 
A New Seng. By Mr. DizDIx. 
a WAS in the good ſhip Rover 
I ſail'd the yorld around, 
And for three years and over 
Inc er touch'd Britiſh ground: 
At length in England landed, 
J left the roaring main; 
Found all relations ſtranded, 
And went to iea again. 


That time bound ſtraight to Portugal, 
Right fore and aft we bore ; 

And when e made Cape Ortugal, 
A. gale blew off the ſhore, 7 


_— 


p 


*%s Your ſootſte ps maik the way. 


( 19 ) 
She lay ſo it aid ſhock her, 


A log upon the main, 
Till ſav'd from Davy's locker, 
We put to ſea again, 


Next in a frigate failing, 
Upon a ſqually night, 
Thundering, lightning, hailing, 
The horrors of the fight; 
My precious limb was lopp'd off, 
I, when they eas'd my pain, 
Thank'd God 1 as not popp'd off, 
And went to ſea again, 


Yet ſtill I am enabled | 
To bring up in life's rear, 
Altho' Pm quite diſabled, 
And lie in Greenwich tier. 
The King, God bleſs his royalty, 
Wo ſav'd me from the main, 
Pl praiſe his love and loyaity, 
But ne'er to lea again. 


—— ct rn  _  -- —— 


A FAVOURITE AR. 
Sung by Mrs, Crouch, + the Haunted Tower. 
YT UH, hui; ich conaſels do not give, 
A los name jrofaning ; 
And can her heart deceit adviſe, 
Wherever mighty love is reigning 2 \ 


Diftimulation's path you've 116d 
Loo oft to go aſtray; 
And wailſt to ma you point the road, 


C00} 


THE CHELSEA PENSIONERs 
By Mr. OaKMAN, x 
HEN firſt I was enliſted, 
I was both young and gay; 
X Each laſs I met, I kiſs'd her, 
| And tippled time away, 
J learn'd my excerciſe, Sir, 
And then was ſent to fight; 
And now a little wiſer, 


Tho' in this hapleſs plight. 


I went into the battle, 

Where thundering cannons roar j 
O! ſuch a horrid rattle 

I never heard before ; 
One bullet took a peeper, 

Thank God that one is left ; 
And yet I do not weep, Sir, 

Tho? of one leg bereft 


At Chelfea now the penſion 
Gives comfort to my life; 
And round the quart I mention 

My former deadly ſtrife. 
Brown Beſs I often ſhoulder, 
Forget my former pain, 
And fight to each beholder 
My battles o'er again. 


I ſpend my money freely, 
With pleaſure drink and ſing : 
Whatever fate may deal me, 


| God bleſs the Queea and King. 


( 21 ) 


If foes again aflail, then 
To garriſon 11 go; 
| Brown Beſs will never fail, 
| When attacking of the foe. 5 


8 2 ñũmꝛã— —„ 
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4 NEW $0 NG * 
By Mr. C . . 
| V I took my departure from Dablia e. 
; ſweet city, 
And for England's own ſelf be ſeas I 
did plough ; 
{ Ber three days long was I tos and down, 
Like a quid of chew'd hay in the troat of a 
cow; ; 
Whilſt afraid off the deck in the ocean to flip, 
SIE. 
J clung like a cat faſt hold for to keep, Sir, 
Round about the big poſt that grows out of the 
ſhip, Sir. 
Ob! its true as Pm now ſinging Langolec. 


Then ſtanding ftock ſtill all the while I was 
moving, | 
Till Ireland's ſweet coaſt I ſaw clean out of 
fight; 
- When finding myſelf a true Iriſhman born, Sir, 
Was leaving the ſhip on the ſhore for to light. 
A little board they put out, 'twas too narrow'to 
quarter, 
The very firſt ſtep I was ready to totter, 
That I jump'd on dry land to my neck in the 
water. 
Oh ! that was no time to feng: Langeke. 
Then 


* 
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Then with grief, cold, and hunger, I never 
did feel more, 
My ſtomach and bowels with hunger did 
orowl ; 
For to keep them in temper, I thought the beſt 
way, Sir, 
Was to take out the wrinkles of both, by my 
ſoul. 
Then we went to a houſe where roaſt meat 
they provide, Sir, 
Where the whirlegig, which up the chimney I 
ſpy'd, Sir, 
That grinds all the ſmoke into powder, beſide, 
| Sir. 
Oh ! its true, as 'm now ſinging Lang olee. 


Then I went to the Jandlord of all the ſtage- 
N coaches, | 
That ſet out for London each night in the 
week, 
To whom 1 obnoxiouſly made my approaches, 
As a birth aboard one of them I went to ſeek, 
As for the inſide, I'd no caſh in my caſket, 
Therefore, by your leave, Sir, I make bold to 
= OS 
If your coach goes at twelve, pray what time 
goes the baſket ? 
For there I can ride and ſins W 


Then the man made his mouth up, ſays he, 


Sir, the baſket 
Goc ts aſter the coach a full hour or two.“ 


6 = | 
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« Very well, Sir,” ſays I, „that's the thing 
„ that | wanted.“ 
But the devil a word that he told me was true. 
For the one goes before, and the other behind, 
dir; 
They ſet off cheek by jole, at the very ſame 
time, Sir ; 
So that very ſam. day I ſct off by moonſhine, Sir, 
All alone by myſelf, fin ging Langolee, 
Oh! good luck to the moon, that noble ſweet 
crature, 
That ſerves us with lamplight each night in 
the dark ; 
As for the fun only ſhines in day-time, by 
which nature 
Wants no light at all, as you all may remark, 
But as for the moon, I will be bound, Sir. 
Twould fave this whole nation a great may 
pound, Sir, 
To ſubicribe for to light her up all the year 
round, Sir. 


Or PII never more ſing about Langolees 


THE VOLUNTEER, 
Sung by Mr. IN LE DON at Yauxhall., 
Scarlet coat and imart cockade 
k Arepaſſports to the fair; 

For Venus lelt was kind, 'tis faid, 
To Mars, the. god of war. 
T ben fince my country * to arms, 
Lowe's livery I'll wear ; 
Nor jeek reward, fave Nah charms, 
< But go a Volunteers 


Should 


* eo "= 


Should fortune ſmile, and grant me fame, 
The laurel ſhall be thine ; 
The flowers of love ] only claim. F 
Ah, let their ſweets entwine. 
Then fince my country calls, Oc. 


All hardſhips ſeem as light as air, 
While Britiſb maids we guard; , 
Each ſoldier has one darling care, ; 
Her {miles his beſt reward. 0 
Then fince my country calls, Sc. 


. 
Sung by Mr. Bax NIS TER, inthe CRUSADE» 


ARK ! the diſtant piercing ſhrieks 
Of ſhipwreck'd failors round; 
The billows break, the veſſel ſinks, 
And tempeſts thicken round: 
But Saracens no pity ſhew ; 
They triumph o'er the fallen foe, 


See! on yonder ſhatter'd plank 
A wretch for mercy calls ; 
In vain he hopes, for now it ſinks, 


Down to the bottom falls, 
But Saracens, &c. 
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Jack THE GviNEA PIG. 


Sung by Mrs. HARLOWE, at Sadler's Wells. 
HEN the anclior's weigh'd, and the ſhip's 


unmoor'd, 
And landimen lag behind, Sir, 
The failor joyful kips on board, 
And ſwearing prays for wind, Sir. 
Towing here, ye-hoing there, 
Steadily, readily, cherrily, merily, 
Still from care and thinking free, 


Is a ſailor's hife at ſea. 


When we ſail with a freſh'ning breeze, . 
The landſmen all grow fick, Sir; 
The ſailor lolls with his mind at eaſe, 
And the ſong and the cann go quick, Sir. 
Laughing here, quafling there, 
Steadily, readily, &s. 


When the wind at night whiſtles o'er the deep, | 
And ſings to landſmen dreary, _ 
The ſailor fearleſs goes to leep, 4 
Or takes his watch moſt cheary. 
Boozing here, ſnoozing there, 
Steadily, readily, &c. 


When the ſky grows black, and the wind blow 
hard, 
And landfnen ſkulk below, Sir, 
Jack mounts up to the top-ſail yard, 
And turns his quid as he goes, Sir, 
Hawling here, bawling there, 
Steadily, wth; &c. 
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} 
When the foaming waves run mountains high, | 
And landſmen crv, all's gone, Sir, 
The ſailor hangs 'twixt ſea and ſky, 
And jokes with Davy Jones, Sir. | 
Daſhing here, claſhing there, 
Steadily, readily, &c. 


When the ſhip, d'ye ſee, becomes a wreck, 
And landſmen foi the boat, Sir, 
The ſailor ſcorns to quit the deck, 
Wnile a fingle plank's afloat, Sir. 
Swearing here, tearing there. 
Steadily, readily, &r. 
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SOUND ARGUMENT. 
Written and compoſed by Mr. DrBDIN. 
WE Bipeds, made up of frail clay, 
Alas! are the children of ſorrow ; 
And tho? briſk and merry to-day, 
We may all be wretched to-morrow 2: 
For ſunſhine's ſucceeded by rain; 
Then fearful of life's ſtormy weather, 
Leſt pleaſure ſhould bring only pain, 
Let's all be unhappy together. 


I grant, the beſt bleſſing we know > 
Is a friend, for true friendſhip's a treaſure; 

And yet, leſt your friend prove a foe, 

Oh taſte not the dangerous pleaſure. 
Thus friendſhip's a flimſy affair ; 

Thus riches and health are a bubble; 
Thus there's nothing delightful but care, 
Nor any thing pleaſing but trouble. 


—_—  — 


Kc. 
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If a mortal would point out that life, 

That on earth could be neareſt to heaven, 
Let him, thanking his ſtars, chuſe a wife 

To whom truth and honour are given: 
But honour and truth are ſo rare, 

And horns, when they're cutting, ſo tingle, 
That with all my reſpect to the fair, 

I'd adviſe him to ſigh and live ſingle. 


It appears from theſe premiſes plain, 
hat wiſdom is nothing but folly ; 

That pleaſure's a term that means pain, 

And that joy 1s your true melancholy : 
That all thoſe who laugh ought tocry ; 

That 'tis fine fun and friſk to be grieving 3 
And that, ſince we muſt all of us die, 

We ſhou'd taſte no enjoyment while living, 


O0:-D-Z' 1-0 DD E-£ 7:4 
By PETER PIN DAR, Eg. g 
HILST Poets pour their happieſt lays, 
And call thee ev'ry thing divine; 
Not quite ſo laviſh in thy praiſe, a 
To cenſure be the province mine. | 


T ho' born witn talents to ſurpriſe, 

Thou ſeldom doſt thoſe powers diſplay ; 
Thus ſeem they trifling in thy eyes— 

Thus Heav'n's beſt gifts are thrown away. 


Q'3 | Tho? 


Tho? rica in charms, thou know'ſt it not; 


Such 1s thine 1 ignor ance profound; 
And then, ſuch cruelty thy lot, — 


Thy ſweeteſt ſmile infliéts a wound, 


PASTORAL BALLAD. 
By PETER PinDan, /g. 
E ſwains and the virgins ſo gay, 


Reſort to my fountains and groves ; 


Joy follows wherever they ſtray, 


And my vales ſeem the court of the loves. 


— 


But with wonder they mark me forlorn, 
Mid fountains and vallies fo fair 


. — ˙ ·— 


Ah! their hearts have no reaſon to mourn, 


- — 
* — 


Nor to heave the ſad ſigh of deſpair. 


To love, and be lov'd not again, 
Is a curſe that embitters each hour ; 
Then dull are the ſongs of the plain, 
And faded the blooms of the bow'r! 


But with her who will ſmile on our ſighs, 
Even rocks of the deſart muſt bloom 
Pale night be a ſun to our eyes, 

And the dungeon depriv'd of its gloom 


4 —— — — —— 
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be 


Sung by Miſs FONTENET LE, in Inkle and Yarico, 


HITE man never goaway ; 
Tell me why need you ? 
Stay, ſtay— with your Wowſky ſtay”; 
Wowlſky will feed you. 
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Cold 
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Cold moons are coming in, 
Ah, don't grieve me! 

I'll wrap you up in a leopard's ſkin, 
White man don't leave me. 


And when all the ſky is blue, 
Sun makes warm weather; 
I' catch you a cockatoo, 
Dreſs you in feather. 
When cold comes, and when 'tis hot, 
Ah, dont grieve me! | 
Poor Wowſky will be forgot, 
White man don't leave me. 


— 


4 FAVOURITE SON. 
Sung by Miſs LE AR x, at Vauxhall. 


Y heart from my boſom would fly, 
And wander, oh! wander afar 
Reflection bedews my ſad eye, 
For Henry is gone to the war. 

Oh ye winds, tomy Henry bear 
One drop, let it fall on his hbreaft ; 
The tear as pearl be wil wear, 
And I in remembrance be bleſte 


In vain {miles the glittering ſcene, 
In vain blooms the roſeate flow'r ; 
The ſunſhine of April's not ſeen ; 
I have only todo with the ſhow'r. 
Op y 


C 3 
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Ye winds that have borne him away, 
Reſtore the dear youth to my arms; 

Reſtore me to ſun-ſhine and day ; 
Tis night till my Henry returns. 


Oh ye winds, c. 


DATE OBOLUM BELISARIO. 
In CoLlLINS's Evening Brvsn. 


O FORTUNE ! how ſtrangely thy gifts are 
awarded! 
How much, to thy ſhame, thy caprice is recorded; 
Since the wiſe, great, and good, of thy frowns 
ſeldom 'ſcape any; | 
Witneſs poor Beliſarius, who begg'd for a halt- 
penny. 
Date obolum, date obolum, date obolum Beliſario. 


He, whoſe fame for true valour was ſpread far 
and wide, Sir, 
'-4 whom none but his country, true praiſe 
e*er deny'd, Sir, 
poor faithful dog was thro' Rome's city 
led, Sir, 
ne foot in the grave, forc'd to beg for his 
bread, Sir, 
Date obolum, Oc. 


ing Roman Knight was by chance paſſ- 
ag by, Sir, 
\dier's appearance at once caught his 
„Bir; 
An 


L\ 
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3 
And his purſe in his helmet he dropt with a 


tear, Sir, 

While the vet'ran's ſad ſtory attracted his ear, 
Sir. 

Date obolum, Tc. 


e I have fought, I have bled, I have conquer'd 
„ for Rome, Sir; 

& T have crown'd her with laurels, which for 
„ ages will bloom, Sir; 

& From her foes harſh dominion, I've rais'd 
& her to power ; 

© Teſpous'd her for life, and diſgrace is my 
© dower. 

Date obolum, © 


* I no ſoldiers e'er riſq'd by attacking at ran- 
« dom; 

« Or victory inſured with a Mil geſperandum ; 

* But whenever I fought, I made both friend 
e and foe know, 


© That all my deſign was- Pyro Publico Bono. 


Date obolum, c. 


* I no colonies Joſt, by attempts to enſlave em, 

«© Or of Roman's free rights ever ſtrove to be- 
„ reave em; N 

© Or to bow down their necks, to my pride or 
„ my pleaſure, 


Have an Empire divided, or waſted its trea- 


6 ſure, 
Date obolum, &c. 


% Nor 
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& Nor yet to enrich or ennoble myſelf, Sir, 

«« Has my glory been tarniſhed with baſe views 
© of pelf, Sir; 

© For ſuch ſordid deſigns I've ſo far been from 
„ carving, 

1 Blind and old, I've no chance, but of begging 
or ſtarving. 

Date obolum, Oc. 


« Now if Hero or Stateſman ſhould hear this 
relation, 
* Whoſe deeds have ſtill been for the good of 
«© the natipn ; 
Who, tho' feeble and blind, ſhou'd, like me- 
„ grope his way, Sir, 
„The bright ſun- beams of virtue will turn 
„ night to day, Sir. 
Date obolum, &c. 


« But if wanting that light, at the cloſe of life's 
„ {park, Sir, 

He at length comes to takes the great leap in 
*© the dark, Sir; 

„% He may wiſh, while his friends wring their 
& hands round his bed, Sir, 


That, like poor Belifarius, he'd begg'd for 


his bread, Sir.“ 
Date obolum Beliſario. 


ANN 4, 
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# "FF 4YVOURITE: 3 UN &. 
Sung by Mr. DARLEY, at Vauxhall, 


ARK! hark! hear the trumpet of war! 
How lively ! how cheerful its ſtrain! 
It calls Briton's ſons from afar, 
To fight the Armadas of Spain, 
It ſounds ſweet revenge in our ears, 
To make them ſmart well for their brag 
Which to do, we will pay 'em arrears, 
And wipe off the ſtain from our flag, 
Then Britons be valinnt, your courage diſplay, 
And add to old England another proud day. 


How fooliſh and weak their decrees, 
How vain and pretended their hope, 
To think themſelves Lords of the Seas, 
Becauſe they've a Bull from the Pope, 
But Britons at this make a jeſt, 
And ne'er will ſubſcribe to their notion; 
For they know that thoſe who fight beſt, 
Can only be lords of the ocean. 
Then Britons, Oc. 


Our fleets then in readineſs wait, 
In hopes of performing their vow z 
And no one can doubt of Spain's fate, 
Since we are commanded by Howe ; 
His ſailor's are warm with deſire, _ 
Their courage and ſtrength to evince z 
To conquer they're taught to aſpire, _ 
Which leſſon they've learn'd from their 
PriNCE, n 
Then Bruons, & c. 


The 


( 34 ) 


The BONNY SAILOR. 
Sung by Miſs LEARN, at Vauxhall. 
LOW cheerly, ye winds, till my Henry 


return 3 
Waves bear him once more to my arms: 
Hope's ſoft foothing promiſe forbids me to 
mourn, 
Tho' his danger my boſom alarms, 
| O my bonny bonny [ailors 


Gay ſoldiers, dull *ſquires, and ſportſmen pur- 
ſue 
But I ſcorn all their offers of love ; 
My heart is at ſea, my Henry, with you, 
And our vews are recorded above. 
O my bouny bonny atio. 0 


May the foes of old England in haſte be ſuhdu'd, 
Then my failor no longer will roam: 
The laurel is gain'd that his valour purſu'd, 
And Cupid ſhall pilot him home. 
O my bonny bonny ſailor, 


— 
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 FIFOURITE 8AMALL AD 
By Mr. Div Dr. 
8 is the dew-drop.on the thorn, 
That, like a priſm, reflects the morn ; 
Sweet is the cheering ſolar ray, 
That compaſles the ample days. 


Sweet 
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2} Sweet is the balmy evening'scloſe, 
That ſhnts the foliage of the roſe ; 

Theſe to creation joys impart, 

Like thoſe which warm the grateful heart, 


The little ſongſters on the ſpray, 

7 . Spontaneous chaunt their grateful lay, 
Or, to the pebbly rivulet driven, 

They ſip, and lift their heads to heaven: 


Or for the worm or inſect fly, 
To feed their craving progeny ; 
Feelings a leſſon: that impart 
To ſimulate the grateful heart. 


Mark vegetation ! wond'rous fight ! 
See how the germ breaks into light ! 
The fruitful ſhower the tree receives, 
And freſher green adorns its leaves : 


« 4 


Man cultivates the grateful ſoil, 

And flowers and fruit reward his toil ; 
Plants, birds, all nature this impart 
Joys ſuch as warm the gratefnl heart. 
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AN N A, os 15 A DIE U. 
Sung by Mr. IncLEDoN, at Pauxhall. 


HEN the fails catch the breeze, and the 
| anchor is weigh'd, | 
To bear me from Anna, my beautiful maid, 
The top-maſt aſcending, I look for my dear, 
And ſigh that her features imperfect wage; 
; ill 


3 


Till aided by fancy, her charms Iſtill trace, 

And for me ſee the tears trickle down her pale 
face ; 

While her hankerchief waving ſolicits my view, 

And J hear her ſweet lips ſadly ſigh out adieu! 5 


The pleaſing deluſion not long can prevail, 

Higher riſe the proud waves, and more briſk 
blows the gale: 

The gale that regards not the ſighs that it bears, 

The proud waves, ſtill unmov'd, tho? augmented 
by tears. 

Ah! will ye not one ſingle moment delay, 

Oh! think from what rapture ye bear me 
away! 

Then my eyes ſtrain in vain my dear Anna to 
view, 


And a tear drops from each, as I ſigh out adieu! 


Yet ſome comfort it gives to my agoniz'd 


mind, 

That I ſtill foe the land where J left her be- 
hind : 

The land that gave birth to my charmer and 
tiles 

Tho! leſs? ning, my eyes beam with pleaſure to 
et | 

*Tis the caſket that holds all that's dear to my 
heart, 

*Tis the haven where yet we ſhall meet, ne'er to 
part! 


If the Fates are propitious to lovers ſo true; 
„long adieu! 


A 


But if not, deareſt Anna, a long 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 
By Mr, DiBviN, 


F all ſenſations pity brings, 
To proudly twell the ample heart, 
From which the willing ſorrow tprings, 
In others grief that bears a part. 


Of all fad ſymnathy's delights, 
The manly dignity of grief, 
A joy 1n mourning that excites, 
And gives the anxious mind relief. 


Of theſe would you the feeling know, 
Moſt gen rous, noble, greatly brave, 
That ever taught a heart to glow, 
?115 the tear that bedews the ſoldier's grave 


For hard and painful is his lot, 

Let dangers come, he braves them all; 
Valiant perhaps to be torgot, 

Or undiſtinguiſh'd doom'd to fall. 


Yet wrapt in conſcious worth ſecure, 
The world, that now forgets his toil, 
He views from a retreat obſcure, 
And quits it with a willing ſmile, 


Then trav'ller one kind drop beſtow, 
J were graceful} pity, nobly brave; 
Nought ever taught the heart to glow | 
Like the tear that bedews the ſoldier's grave. 


D POOR 
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I'm a failor you know, and i'm bound to de- 


FU. A W241 ho 


In III TATITON o H POOR JACK. 
T 
T* a bri!k Jouy tar, and juſt going to ſea; 
And my veſſel's tight rigg'd for the main 
As Briton's, I'm told, ſhould alw ays be free, 
Your freedom JI ſtrive to maintain. * 


Let your beaux and your belles, if t they Willy 
ſcoff and ſneer, * 
And laugh at the ills I endure ; | 
I'm a foe to deceit, and a ſtranger to fear, 
;. And I'm honeſt, although I am poor. 


If my cup of exiſtence ſhouid be daſh'd with gall, 
Vet contented my ſtation PII fill; 

For I,knoi there's a providence rules over all, 
Jo protect and take care of poor Will. 


When Bet heard the news ſhe hung down her 

head, | 

But I gave her a hearty good ſmack ; 
Said J.“ My dear girl, you have nothing to 

„ dread — 

«© With honour I liope to come back ; 

«© Come dry up yourtears, for a moment attend, 

„My departure „au muſt not oppoſc; ö 


fend 


* Old England, and humble its foes. 
„ Then 


's [The n have done with your whimp'ring, your 
„ipirits recall, 


. 160 L have lov'd you, and fol do ſtill; 
(And vou know there's a Providence rules 
ſea, „ver all, 


main „ To protect and take care of poor Will.“ 
tree, 
We're to hardſhips expos'd, but that we don't 
—_ 
y Will, When all night we're in the round top; 
The fea ſometimes rough, and the weather un 


kind, 
r, Cold, benumb'd, I am ready to drop. 


When the N do flaſh, and the thunder 
h gall, dogs 
When thei waves daſhes us too and fro; _ 
er all, When poor Jack heaves a ſigh for his fav'rite 
. | Poll, 
)en no fear nor no terror I know. 
n her) 
*Should, when danger aſſail and tempeſt befal, 
With water a leak the ſhip fill, 
ng to I know there's a providence rules over all, 
> To protect and take care of poo Will, 


The French we will drub if they dare to COME 
, nigh, 

For their inſolence we'll make them pay; 
As they've taught us to dance, we will learn 
j tiem to fly, 

And be glad to get out of our way. 


b Thougk 
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defence, 
No promotion I'm likely to gain: 


pretence, 
So a common man ſtill I remain. 


ball, 
With pleaſure my blood I will ſpill, 


To protect and take care of poor Will. 


If ſtorms and if perils I chance to ſurvive, 
And my voyage is crown'd with ſucceſs, 


Then how happy I'd be with my Beſs ! 


me, 


All the ſame as if we were on land. 
In it's ſervice 11) uſe all my ſkill; 


To protect and take care of poor Will. 


N N A. 
A FAVOURITE SONG; 
Sung at Vauxhallt, 


I fly to the boſom of night ; 


Whoſe preſence imparted delight: 


% 


Though Toft times have fought in my country's 


But if ſtretch'd on the deck by the ſtroke of a 


And that Providence truſt which rules over all, 


Our enemies vanquiſh'd, I come back alive, 


If I fall, well and good, then there's an end of 


Though I've heard, if I right underſtand, 
T hat the great ruling Power protects us at ſea, 


Farewel, then, I fly, at my country's call, 


For I know there's a providence rules over all, 


Since no longer its verdure is trod by the maid 


What 


„There's no vacancy yet,“ that's always the 


4 


4 


| 
| 


ROM the plain where with pleafure I ſtray'd 


ntry 8 f ( 41 ) 


What ſcene but her ſmile could enrich, 

Ard ſorrow awaited her frown ; 

ut ſh-'s gone—and for ever—my conſtancy 
now, 

No more with kind looks will (he crown, 


'S the i B 


"of a... 
Sincc © er charms were to conquer ordain'd, 


nere ſweetneſs and elegance met; 
But ah! fleeting the moment her power ſhe 
maintain'd, 
And early her graces were ſet: 
Mortality graſp'd at his right, 
Mr Anna was aid on the bier; | 


he. I Afar from my fight, and when laid in the tomb, 
| Alas! fate forbade to be near. 

nd of he glad debt of fair gratitude mine, 
4 When from others her praiſes J hear, 
10 For who knew her, but praiſes and wou'd with 
* 1 me join, | 

Loo tribute her worth with a tear. 
My burſting heart heaves the ſad ſigh, 

But ah! I bemoan her in vain ; 
all, Then ceaſe, ceaſe, my fond grief, far beyond 


0 the blue ſky 
4 She ranges exempted. from pain. 


* < 
| — 1 
| A NEW S ON G. \ 

ray'd | Y 

14 By PETER PIN DAR, E. 
maid | OW Jong ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn 
: . The cold regard of Delia's eye? 
Nhat The heart whoſe only guilt is love, 
Can Delia's ſofneſs e to die? 


D 3. Sweet 


(45) | i 
Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear, 4 
Thy heauties, ah,, divinely bright 5 
In one ſhort hour by Delia's ſide 
[ pais whole ages of delight. 
Yet though I lov'd thee more than lite, 
Not to diſpleaſe a cruel maid, 
My tongue forbore its fondeſt tale, 
And murmur'd in the diſtant ſhade, 


Wat happier ſhepherd has my ſmile, 
A bliſs tor which I hourly pine? 

Some ſwain, perhaps, whole fertile vale— 
Whole fieccy- flocks are more than mine. 


Few are the vales that Colin boaſts, 

And few the flocks thole vales that rove ; 
J court not Deiia's heart with wealth, 

A nobler bribe I offer---love. 
Yet, ſhould the virgin yield her hand, 

And, thoughtleſs, wed for wealth alone ; 

the act may make my boſom bleed, 

But ſurely cannot bleis her own. 


——— 
THE. SUMMUM BON UM. 
Sung by Mr. INCLEDON, at Vaurpball. 


IV E me wine, roſy wine, that foe to deſpair, 
Whoſe magical power can baniſh ail care; 
Of friendſhip the parent, compoſer of ſtrife, 
The ſoother of ſorrow and bleſſing of life, 
The ſchools about happineſs warmly diſpute, 
And weary the ſenſe of che phantom purſuit : 
In ſpite of their maxims I dare to define 
The grand Summum Bonum's a bumper of wine. 
To 


Then he who the court of fair Venus would know 
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To the coward a warmth it ne'er fails to impart, 
And opens the lock ot a miſerly heart, 

While thus we caroule it, tae wheels of the ſoul. 
O'er life's rugged highway agreeably roll, 
Each thinks of his charmer who never can cloy, 
And Fancy rides poſt to the regions of joy. 

In ſpite of dull maxims, I dare to define 

The grand Summum Bonum's a bumper of wines 


"Tis the balſam ſpecific that heals ev*ry ſore, 
"The oft*ner we taſte it we like it the more; 


Undaunted, thro* Bacchus's vineyard mult go: 
In ſpite of dull maxims I dare to define 
The grand Summum Bonum's a bumper ot wine, 


CHELSEA QUARTERS, 
Sung by Mr. DARLEY, at Vauxhall. 


OME, hear an old campaigners ſong, 
A Britiſh ſoldier's ſtory ; 
Who oft has train'd the martial throng 
To noble deeds of glory. 


But let not boaſting ſwell my praiſe, 
Who's fac'd hot balls and mortars ; 

In hopes to ſpend my latter days 
In peace, in Chelſea Quarters, 


Or, 


( 44 ) 
On ſwampy grounds, and burning lands, 


In march and counter marches : 
I've met 1 ght the hoſtile bands: 
| And ſunk encath iy gaſhes ; 
Yet, innate valour cheer'd my heart 
"Tis fen the coward ſlaughters, 
| | And he that takes a ſoldier's part 
Secv:'d me Chelſea Quarters, 


To ſay what toes my arm has flain, 2 
Would daſtard be to venture: F 
My duty ne'er regarded pain, 

In van, or rear, or centre : : ' 
Full oft Pye drench'd my ſword in blood 

And forded many waters, 1 
In hopes when war ſhould ceaſe her flood 5 
To fix in. Chelſea Quarters. | 3 


And heaven bleſs his majeſty, » 

Who leaves a vet  'n.——never : 
Grow: old and hack'd up, as you ſee, a 
He's penſion'd me for ever; ; 
My tent is fix'd at laſt for life, i 
And ſafe from mines and mortars; 

Tho' kingdoms wage eter na! ſtrife, 

I'll ne'er quit Chelſea Quarters. 


— ent. 


8 OO NS. | 5 
By Peter PinDar, EV. | ; 

FT OONM'D by my fortune's fickle ſtar, 
Dear maid ! 1 ſeek the dan'grous wave, 


Condemn'd by thee to wander far— 
To love and Delia's charms a flave, 


Yet 


E 3 


Yet e'er thy balmy lips I leave, 
And quit thy boſom's ſnowy white, 
Oh Nymph, my tears, my fighs receive, 
And grant me thine, my laſt delight, 
On each bright tear ſhall fancy drvell, 
And memory each ſoft ſigh reſtore ; 
Thus doat upon the ſweet farewell 
Like miſers on their golden ſtore. 


A FAVOURITE BALLAD, 


By Mr. Drupix. 


T's wind was huſh*d, the fleecy wave, 
Scarcely the veſſel's fide could lave, 
h 


en in the mizen top his ſtand 4 
Tom Clueline taking, ſpy'd the land. 


Oh what reward for all his toil ! ee, f 
Once more he views his native fotl, t 
Once more he thanks indulgent fate, : 4 
That brings him to his bonny Kate. 


Soft as the ſighs of Zephyr flow, 
Tender and plaintive as her woe, 
Serene was the attentive eve, 

That heard Tom's bonny Kitty grieves . 
«© Oh what avails,” cry'd ſhe, © my pain? 
s He's ſwallow'd in the greedy main: 

„ Ah never ſhall I welcome home, 

“ With tender joy, my honeſt Tom,”? 


Now 
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Now high upon the faithful ſhroud; 

The land awhile that ſeem'd a cloud, 

While objects from the main ariſe 

A fenſt preſents Tom's longing eyes. 4 
A ribband near his heart which lay, 

No fee him on his hat di{pjay, 

That given fivn to ſhew that fate 

And brought him to his bonny \ Kate. 


Near a cliff whoſe heights command, 
A proſpect of the ſhei!y ſtrand, 
While Kitty fate and fortune blam'd, 
Sudden with rapture, ſhe exclaim'd, 


% But fee, oh heavin! aſhip in view, 

+ My Lom appears among the crew, 

« The pledge he ſwors to bring fate home, 
« Streams on his hat — tis honeſt Tom. 


What now remains were eaſy told, 

Tom comes, his pockets lin'd with gold; 
Now ricFenough no more to roam 

To ſerve his king, he ſtays atome. 


Re:ounts each toil, and ſhe es each ſcar, 
Waite Kitty and her conſtant tar 
With re 'rence teach to blets their fate, 
Young honeſt Tom's and bhonny Kate. 
THE WATERY GRAVE. 
Yr; me by Mr... 85 75 14 the W AGSe 


W GULD you hear © {-d ſtory of woe, 
That tears from on might provoke, 

*Tis concerning a tai v pauit know 

As honeſt as e' er biſcuit broke. 


His 
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His name was Ben Block, of all men 

The moſt true, the meſt kind, the moſt brave, 
But harſh treated by fortune, for Ben 

In his prime found a wat'ry grave. 


—_ — 


His place no one ever knew more, 


His heart was all kindneſs and love; [ 
Though on guy an eagle he'd ſoar, Nv 
lis nau e had moſt of tb love. 4 
Re io. a fair maid named Kate; 1 
His father to int'reſt a ſldve, i 
Seit him far from love, vhere hard fate | | 
Plung'd him deep in the v.at*ry grave. h 
| 
A curi on all fand'rous tonguss 
+ falſe friend his mild nature abus'd; x 
And fwec.r Kate of the vileſt of wrongs, | q 
o p0:ic-.1 Ben's picaſure accus'a : 4 
Tha che ever had trüly been kind 4 
Ti kalte here the tokens the gave, 1 
Thot ſh: ſcorn'd him, and wiſh' dhe night find (| 
$ | op | Water uy * 1 
In the cap a wat'ry grave | 
Too ſure from this cank*rous elf, 
The venon. .ccompuſh'd its end; ö 
Ben. {44.5 and honor himſelf, j 
Su {cd no fraud in his friend: | 


the yarq ile ſuſpended in air, 1 
A looſe h1s forrows he gave, 1 
Take thy wiſh, cry *d he, faife cruel fair, 
» : hs 7 
And plung'd in the wat'y grave. 


1 2 SON G, 
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Sang by Mr. Dioxuu, at the Revolution Society. 


EHOLD Gauls free enlighten'd land 
The rights ©: man declare, 
Anu oft2r realms thoſe rights demand, 
Which ail mauxind ſhould ſhare : 
This fame which ev'ry breaſt ſhould know, 
In z:itons boſoms learn'd to glow. 


Fair freedom ſhot its tranſient light, 
On ancient Greece and Rome, 
Then ſudden funk in erring night, 
Nor could ſhe fix her home; 
Thus All:o4's happy ſhore ſhe found, 
Whoſe radiance lights the nations round. 


Shoul Franks and Britons nobly join 
£.> 4-Diters of right, | 

And ch emancipated clime, 
Oppreſſion put to flight; 

Then might we hope one day to fee 

All nations happy, great and free. 


HARE, HARK! hear the TRUMPET of wan 


7 


Sung by Mr. DARLEY, at Yauxhall. 


ARK, hark! h the trumpet of war; 
1 How lively and ehe As ful its ſtrain; 
It calls rucain's ſons on afar, 
To fight the armada's of dpatn ; 


It 


a Me 
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It ſounds ſweet revenge in our eafs, 

To make them ſmart well for their brag, 
Which to do we will pay'em arrears, 

And wipe off the ſtain! from our flag. 


| ke? « * 
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Then Britons he valiant, your courage diſplay, 
And add to Old England another proud day. 


| How focliſh and weak their decrees, 
;- How vain and pretended their hope, 

To tl tak themſelves lo1d of the ſeas, 

Becauſe they've a bull tram the Pope; 

Rut Britons of this make jeſt, - 
4 Ard ne*er will ſubſcribe to their notion; 
For they know that tho'e who fight beſt, 
Can only be lords of the ocean. 


Our fleets then in readineſs wait, 
In hopes of performing their-vow ; 
And no one can doubt . fate, 
Since we are commanded by Howe: 
His ſailors are warm with deſire 
Their courage and ſtrength to evince, 
To conquer they're taught to aſpire, 


Z Which leſſon they have from their Prince. 
E Ther Briton's, Ic, 


Then Britons, c. 


* - 
i 
z 
Wo — 


Bleſs'd with the ſmiling grog we fly, 


( 50 ) 5 
THE FLOWING CAN. 


Written and compoſed by Mr. Dizp1v, 
A SAILOR's life's a life of woe, 


„ He works now late, now early ; 1 
1 
Now up and down, now too and fro, 9 
What then, he takes it cheerly : Kr 
12 . 111 4 - 75 
Bleſt with a ſmiling can of grog, A 


If duty ca.“, 
Stand, riſe. or fall, 
To fate's laſt verge he'll jog : 


The kedge to to weigh, 'T 

The ſheets belay, : 
Re does it with a wiſh ; | 7 

To heave the lead, 

Or to cat-head, N 


The pond'rous anchor fiſh ; 
For, while the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger's drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 


We fing a little, and laugh a little, 
An work a little, and favear a little, 
Aud fiddle a little, and foot it a little, 


And fwwig the flowing can. 


If howling winds and roaring ſeas 
Give proof of coming danger, Y 
We view the ſtorm, our hearts at eaſe, 
For jack's to fear a ſtranger : 
Where now below 
We headlong go, 
Now riſe on mountains high: 


* 1 


0 1 
Ls 


pight of the gale 

J We hand che fail, 
Or take the needful reef, ö 
p Or man tie deck, | | 
© To clear ſome wreck, | | 
To give the ſhip relief: J 
Though perils threat around, 
All ſenie of danger's drown'd, ' 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 5 


Tx,” . — 
WH e /ing a liitle, Se. 


Put vet think not our fate is hard, 
Thoug gh ſtorms at ſea thus treat us; 
For coming home, a {ſweet reward, 
With ſmiles our ſweetbearts greet us: 
*Now to the friendly grog we quaff, 
Our am'rous toaſt, 
Her we love moſt, 


nd gay'y fing and laugh : 


The fails we furl, 
5 Then for each girl 

The petticoat diſplay ; . 
1 The deck we clear, 

Then three times cheer, 

Las we their charms ſurvey ; 
; And then the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger” s drown'd, 
We deſpiſe it to a man: 


Le ſing a little, Se. 


# 
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ABSENCE TO CYNTHIA, 
By PETER PIN DAR, Eg. 


ERE, Cynthia, let thy beauty beam, 
Too long yon vallies have been bleſt; 
Too long yon fountain's happy ſtream 
Hath borne thine image on its breaſt. 


Oh, haſte to theſe deſerted bow'rs! 6 
And him whoſe ſighs have pierc'd thy grove, | 

To tell what iorrows load the hours, 
Whilſt others ſtrive to gain thy love, 


Sweet wand'rer liſten to my prayer, 1 
Return and baniſh every ſigh; off 

Qh, haſte, if aught I boaſt be fair, 
And hold a charm for Cynthia's eye. 


In vain I aſk---my ſighs are vaia, 
Th' admiring ſwains withhold the maid, 14 

Whoſe ſmiles are ſunſhine to their plain, 
Whoſe abſence forms a midnight ſhade, 


OC 8 


1 CAN BEAT HIM, SIRS, AT THAT. | 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 5 


Sung by Miſs NEwman, at Vauxhall. 


UT three months yet I've been a wife, 
. And ſpouſe already ſhews his airs; 
I wiſh Pd hv'd a ſingle liſe, 

But as I could not, why, who cares? | 
Beſid , 


Ve, 


ade 
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Beſides, let huſband uſe his tongue, 

And bounce, and ſcold, and cock his hat! 
By ſove, he'll find, i'm nut ſo young, 

But I can beat him, Sirs, at that. 


Pl go to operas, balls, and plays, 
Or where [ like, and won't be check'd; 
Egad, I'll racket nights and days, 
Until he treats me with reſpect : 
And if he romps with—I know who, 
Perhaps he*ll meet with tit for tat; 
And faith may find, and ſhall ſo too, 
That I can beat him, Sirs, at that, 


But this I vow, if he'll be good, 
And let me ſometimes have my will, 
> (Young wives you know, moſt ſurely ſhou'd,) 
+4 Ill duly ev'ry rite fulfil : / 
And never, O no! never rove, 


But ſtay with dear at home and chat; 
þ And prove by kindeſt deeds of, love, 
That I can beat him, Sirs, at that. 
þ 85 1 


A I R. 
Sung by Mr. BANNISTER, in the CRUs ADE. 


ARK ! the diſtant piercing ſhrieks - 
Of ſhipwreck'd ſailors round, 
The billows break, the veſſels fink, oe 
And tempeſts thicken round ; 
But Saracens no pity ſhew, | 
They triymph o'er the fallen foe, 8 


E z See! 
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See! on yon ſhatter'd plank, 
A wretch for mercy calls; 
In vain he hopes, for now it ſinks, 


Down to the bottom talls. 
But Saracens, Sc. 


A 1 R, os Ga 
Fay 


Sung by Mr. EDwix, in the CRUSADE» 
Tune - Te Yar of Bray. 


HE is the faireſt, ſweeteſt fair, 
The lovelieſt that e'er walk'd Sir; 
So beautiful, ſhe ne*er was ſeen, 

So witty, ſhe ne'er talk'd Sir; 0 
She never dares to contradict, 8 
Or even think of billing; N 

She neither dreſſes, eats or drinks, 
Or coſts a ſingle ſhilling. 


Then where's the knight aubo would not give 
The girl ſo fair a bonny buſs ? 
Mat married man who awvoula not d 
His wife, Sir, an anonimous ? 


While other lovers weep and ſigh, 
And daily, nightly, watch, Sir; 


I love a princeſs in the ſky, 
Who c-nnot fight or ſcratch, Sir. 
In two things more ſhe far out does 
|! other wedded ladie:-- 
'Her huſband never car bare horns, 


Or, what is worſe, babies. 
Then a ne s the knight, &c. 
0 SCOTCH 


. 
* 
/ 


Tho frolickſome, modeſt, tho' diffident, gay. 


g Coquetiſh I flounc'd with a ha, ha, ha, ha! 
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SCOTCH LAUGHING SONG, 
Sung by Miſs NEwMAN, at Vauxhall. 


OUN G Tockey, I vow, was the bonnie 
lad, 
That e' er tun d a pipe on the banks of the Tay; 


Each grace hat delighted, from nature he had, 


But pride in my boſom aſfum'd a control, 
: Compelling ſoft love for a time to withdraw; 
And w en he eſſay'd to unboſom his ſoul, 


In language perſuaſive the ſhepherd oft try'd, 
In vann, to convince me how ardent his flame; 
For till! nis fond ſuit with diſdain deny'd, 


| J But ſoon found a cauſe my demeanor to blame. 1 
One eve through the grove as 1 wantonly 1 
ſtray' d, 


With Kate in ſoft converſe. my lover I ſaw; E 
The jealouſy ſtung me, which pleas'd, ke ſur- i 

vey'd, | 
And careleſsly jogg'd on with a ha, ha, ha, ha! | 


A cloud of deſpair now envelop'd my mind, | 

Cor; ion did ſorely my conduct upbraid | 

As 1 robe, the perch'd roſe, ſo my beauties de- 
lin 

Which Jockey perceiving, ſoon flew to my aid, | 

o church then he led me, and made me his þ 

bride, 

I frec' e onfeſs, that his Ww) * my law; 

By kh, can united, all folly e, 

We cheerfully join in the ka: 1 ha, ha; 


A 
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Sing by Mrs. JoRbaN, in the SPOIL'D CAILD. 


INCE then I'm doom'd this fad reverſe to 
prove, | 
H To quit each object of my infant care; 

| VF | Torn from an honour'd parent's tender love, 
'Y And driven the keeneſt, keeneſt ſtorms of 
{fl | fate to bear : | 
Ah! but forgive me, pitied let me part, by 
Your frouens too ſure, wou'd break my fink- ©: 

ing heart. 


Where'er I go, whate'er my lonely ſtate, 17 
Yet grateful mem'ry ſtill ſhall linger here! 
And when, perhaps, your muſing o'er my fate, 
Von ſtil] may greet me with a tender tear. 
Ah! then forgive me, pitted let me part, 
Your frowns too ſure, would break my ſinking 
heart. 


— — = - 


8 O 8. 
TO AN UNFORTUNATE BEAUTY. 


By PETER PINDAR, E/. 


AY, lone! maid, with dewncaſt eye, 
And cc. with filent ſorrow pale ; 

What gives h) heart the lengthen'd figh, 

Which heaving tells a mournful tale? 


Thy 


/ 6: $70 
Y Thy tears, which thus each other chaſe, 


Beſpeak a heart o' erwhelm'd with woe: 
5 Thy ſighs a ſtorm that wrecks my peace, 
59. And ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 


nd 


DO tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, 

"* Too often bleſs'd, thoſe beauties flight ? 
And leave th#.e thrones of love and truth, 
That lip and boſom of delight! 


What tho? to other nymphs he flies, 
And fondly feigns the impaſſion'd tear, 
ub. Breathes all the eloquence of ſighs, 
Which treach'rous won thy artleſs ear: 


Let not thoſe nymphs, thy envy move, 
10 For whom his ſoul may ſeem to pine; 
That heart ſhal! ne'er be bleſs'd with love, 


'2 0 Whoſe guilt can force a pang from thine, 

nl — ; 
The INDIAN's COMPLAINT in CAP. 
HS TIVIrT. 
; By Peter PIN DAR, EV. 


WHEN Mora eye be drown'd wid tear, 
And heart like lead fink down wid woe; 
De voiceof diſtant friend me hear, 

And ſee dere eye like fountain flow, 

No more wid them me fing ſo gay, 

But ſigh, adieu dear Dohomay, 


But 


J 


„ 


1 But why do Yarrad live a flave, 


And ſee a flave his Mora dear ! 
Come, let my love we ſeek de grove, 

No chain, no tyrant den we fear ; 
Me tink me hear ſome ſpirit ſay, | 
Come to de grove of Dohomay, * 


Den gold J find for de once more,? | 
. 4; 8 - i a * 
Again to fields for flowers depart; 
To pleaſe de idol me adore, 
And give wid gold and flowers my heart; 
Far off thoſe ſtreams do wind away, 
Far off the fields of Dohomay, 


THE MORN INVITING TO LOVE, 


Sung by Mr. DARLEY, at Vauxhall. 


2 — 
— >: 8 - "ha" 
Se x 


. 
i 
0 N 


TEE fun, when ariſing beſpangles the dew, | 
| And tints with his glory the ſkies ; & 
All nature's in motion, how charming the view, 
When day is beginning to riſe ! 3: 
The morning is lovely, Maria, awake: kd 
Let us haſte to the myrtle alcove, *g 
Or ſtay by the ſide of the cryſtaline lake, 1 
While the morn is inviting to love. 5 


Did thy mind turn on me in thy dreams in the 
night? 
Did ] e'er to thy faney appear? 
id no fond idea thy boſom delight ? 
Maria, unfold to my ear ; 


Unſeen 
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Unſeen and unheard you tel] it me now, 
Not a witneſs 1s here but the dove, 
Which mourns for its mate on the olive-tree 
bough, 
While the morning's inviting to love! 


The winter, Maria, ui come on apace, 
As ſummer begins to depart: 
Come then, in my boſom a confidence place, 
And ſpeak the fond with of thy heart, 
O let us, my fair, be vnited to-day, 
And haſte to the church in the grove; 
Nor let us the pleaſing occaſton delay, 
While the morn is inviting to love. 


* 


N 


Sung at the Celeln ation of the Anniverſary of French 
Freedom, written for the Occaſton,” - * © 


- 


ALLANT Nation foes no more ! 
Gen'rous Britons hail the day, 
That from Gallia's culter'd ſhore 
Chac'd tyrannic pow'r away. 


CHU 2-H... _ 


Hail, ſacred freedom ! 
Let Britons. hail the dy 
That reſcued France 
From lawleſs ay. 


ST 4 
— A_—. — 
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Late a band of Patriots roſe, 4 
1 Firm in freedom's glorious cauſe, 7} 
| Feeble flaves in vain oproſe 


jy Rights iccured by equal laws. , 


Myrtle wreaths entwine their brows, 1 
Branchy myrtle decks the blade, | 
1 | While, like us. they pay their vows , 

| To each Patriot's Hero's ſhade. 1 


got! Hampden, Sydney, names rever'd ! 5 
Zoaſt of Albion's ſea-girt iſſe, 

W. - Martyr d Ruflel, ſhade endear'd, 

| is | On this day propitious fmile. 

1 

f 


4 Tranſatlantic ſpirits bend, 

1 | Pleas'd our feſtive rights to ſee, 
1 Franklin, Freedom's ableſt friend! 
=o Warren and Montgomery. | i þ 


] Martial youths, in Britain bred, 

; Kindle with congenial zeal, 

| Freedom's path reſolv'd to tread, 
Jealous of the public weal. 

| 


Should tyrannic force again | : 
Raiſe her Hydra heads on high, 

Welcome, then, the hoſtile plain, 
Freemen dauntleſs dare to die. 


| Verdant Myrtle's branchy ride, 

\ Shall my thirſty blade ent ine, 

. | Such, Harmodius, deck'd thy fide ; 
4: Such, àriſtogition nine ! 


A FAVOUR=s 


I. 
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THE FORECASTLE SAILOR. 


2 bop” wind blew a blaſt from the northward, 

When we ſteer'd from the Cape of Good 
Hope, 

The ſky look'd both pitchy and wayward, 
And the ſea o'er our weather bow broke. 

The boatſwain pip'd all hands to bale her, 
And 1 came down the back ſtay fo glib; 

For 1 am a forecaſtle ſailor, 
You may ſee from the cut of my jib, 


«Start my timbers !”” cry'd Ned junk of Dover, 
Plump to me as I landed on deck, 
« Wit! us it will ſoon be all over, 
hy For the Guardian Will ſoon be 4 wreck o OP 
Well, well, we ſha'nt live to ber ail her, 
Cry*d 1, and I pelted hisrib, 
Come, work like a true hearted ſailor, 
An I don't, the gale ſhiver my jib, 


We were running at nine knots an hour, 
When two leaguesto the leeward we ſpy'd 
An iſland of ice, Hike a tow'r, | f 
And on it our ſhip ſwiftly hie'd: 
But now it was no ule to bail her, 
The water gain'd on us ſo glib, 
So each, like a tru- hearted failor, 7 
Waited fate for to ſhiver his jib. e 4 


Some took to the boat - d'ye mind me? 
Waile ſome on the veſſel's deck ſtood, 

Cry'd I, may old Davy Jones take me, 
If I fail from my captain ſo good. 


F | Now 
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Now Providence help'd us to bail her, 

| We manag'd to patch up her rib, 

Jt; Safe arriv'd is each true hearted ſailor, 
fi To rig out his weather-beat jib. 


11S WOODEN LEG; 


Sung at the FAN DAN Goo. 16 
WHEN firſt I left my deareſt Peg, % 
To fight proud France and Spain * 


It was to wear a wooden leg, | 
Or win a golden chain: MM 
The one I've got, the other loſt 
Tho' ſore againſt my will, g 
But tho' dame Fortune has me croſt, 7 


Ill tight for England ſtill. 


Then hoijt aloft the grog, my boys, 
And let us merry be; 

Zis grog alone will raiſe our ſouls 
Lo triumph ver the ſea. 


But when upon the deck I ſtand, 
LI think on my dear Peg, 
And boldly with my ſword in hand, 
Cock up my wooden leg, 
I've one left ſtill, —ſhould that go next, 
From battle I'll ne'er fly, 
But holdly on my ſtumps I'll fight, 
Ah, manly till I die! 


Then hoiſt alsft t can, my boys, Sc. 
A FAVOUR= 
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Sung bz; Miß, Newman, at Vauxhall. 


OME laſſes and liſt to my ſong, 
S$ A good matrimonial receipt; 
In chuſing you'll never be wrong, 

II mark you the lover complete: 
For ſpite of your bluſhes I know, 

A lover is never amits ; 
The laſs that's moſt apt to fay—no, 
Is ſometimes inclin'd to fay—yes. 


If fond of red coat and cockade, 
I pray let this hint be enough; 
A man that makes fighting his trade, 
Thinks he ne'er can have fighting enough. 
The coxcomb's all tinſel and ſhew z 
The rake is a ſtranger to bliſs ; - 
Be ſure ſtill to anſwer them no, 
However inchn'd to fay—yes 


Your wits are more noiſy than great, 
Avoid all thoſe knowing one's pray; 
Your fools are too fond of their prate, 
Tho? in fact they have nothing to ſay ; 
But the lad who is honeſt and kind, 
Who in conftancy places his blifs, 
When he aſk if to love you're inclin'd, 
Be honeſt enough to fay—yes, 
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TEE INVITATION TO THE LAPDIIS. 


1 Sung by Mr. Darley, Vauxhall. 


| Th F E fair Britiſh belles, one and all] invite you 
Wo Each night at Vauxhall, where good hu- 
mour's afloat ; | 
Where the goddeſs of pleaſure preſides to de- 
light you, 
1 to the winner her favourite 
doat. 


Ard if the young waterman, charm'd «with your beauty, 
But know their endeavours are feen by your eyes ; 
How the youths awill each feaſon be proud of the duty ! 


To row for your ſmiles, and our annual prize. 


The hero who ruſhes to war with Rellona, 
Contends for the Jaurel that's given by you ; 
And but for that glory would ſpurn ind diſown 
| her 
For woman's the conqueſt mankind have in 
view | 


Aud if the young waterman, See. 


The monarch and peaſant in every dominion, 
As conſcious of beauty's imperial ſway, 
Ot woman, dear woman, are firm in opinion 
That ſhe is the ſunſhine that brightens our 
way. 
And if the young waterman, &c. 
Then 
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Then ladies be mindful, each niglit Tinvite you, 
To grace our Vauxhall where good humour's 
1. afloat; | 
i Where the goddeſs of pleaſure preſides to delight 
4 vou, 
And adjudge to the winner her favourite boat. 
And if the young waterman, c. 


8. 


Sung by Mr. Enwin, in the Opera of the Czar, 


Tune, Ching chit quaw. 


ty, 
HEN a buxom lafs I ſee, 
x #4 I never aſk her what country, 
If ſhe's plump, my heart jump, thus beats tat 
00, 
Tip a tap a tap a tip a tap tap tip taw ; 
1; Her ſlender Waiſt, 
vn Juſt hits my taſte, 
Delicate, tiny, w hiney, kiſs'd you'll be, 
in Fair, or black, or brown or red, all girls for me, 
* 9 When a blythe Scotch laſs I ken ; ; 


Oh, what's the matter with me then! 
Such a rout, here's about, my heart bonny, 
Tip a tap a tap a tip a tap tap tip ta. 
Ha, hoot awa'! 
1 But he's e'en ſae bra', 
ir 2 Buſs and crack a bannock, bonny lad with me, 
$ Huggus and mither of gued auld whiſhy. 


5 © | Air 
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An Iriſh woman when I ſee, | 
Oh, what's the matter than with me! 

O whack, botheram whack, 

Tipa tap a tap a tip a tap tip taw, 

My heart merry, 
Let me alone, but her eyes og' bone, 

Cry poge a poge poge with me, 

Arrah ! poge a poge a poge my gramachree, 
A fine French woman when ! fees 
What's the matter than with me, 

Ah! mon ames, O madame, 

Tip a tap a tip a tap tip tap taw, 

Her tongue ſays fie! 
But her eyes ſays 

Baiſez baiſez baiſez, avec moi, 

Venez baiſer baiſer baiſer on deux trois. 
When an Engliſh girl I view, 

Then with heart and foul I woo, 

There it bounds, death and zounds ? charming 

Nelly, 
Tap a rapa rap tap a coo coo coo ; 
Tongue may deny, 
But her roguiſh eye, 
Cries a Kkiſs a kiſs and kiis'd I'li be, 
Ah you wicked devil come and kits with me. 


The following Songs are ſelefted from the 
STEGE OF BELGRADE, 


AI R. — Sung by Ms. Bland. 

A LL will hail the joyous day, | 

When Love his triumph ſhall diſplay ; 

The dance ſhall mingle old and young, 
The ruſtic pipe aſſiſt the ſong 3 


ing 
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The ſprigbtly bells, with welcome ſound, 


Shall ſpread the happy news around 
And give a hint to maidens coy, 
That youth they ſhould not miſemploy . 


Yuſeph will, with fallen pride, 
Envy joys to wealth deny'd; 
And as we trip with merry glee, 
Wiſh himſelf as poor as we. 

T he fprightly bells, &c. 


A I R. — tr. Dignum. 
OW few know how to value life 
And taſte its real joys, 
Unmix'd with jealouſly and ſtrife, 
With anger, pride and noiſe. 
Let riches, power, and pomp ſurpaſs, 
And ſcorn me if they pleaſe ; 


Let me love, laugh, and take my glaſs, 
And lead a life of eaſe. 


Limpid and pure life's current ſeems, 
Tilll paſſion's wild miſtake, 

In madneſs, troubles all the ſtreams 
Of which he mult partake. 


Let riches, power, and pomp ſurpaſs, c. 


— 


A I R. — Signora STORACE.« 


WIr can mean that thoughtful frown? 
Why thoſe eyes to earth caſt down, 


Tell me what amiſs they ſee : 
Let them kindly look on me. 
La ral lal la ! 


What 
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What then would my deareft have ? 
Come, indeed, I will be grave, 
And vith melancholic face, 
Calmly hear the piteous caſe. 
La ra! lal la. 


A T R. 


M. BANNISTER, junior, 


OW provoking your doubts: do you 
think I'm a for! ? 
In the heat of the battlc you know I was cool; 
While ourievez anit our ne! 2 abours 
With gu, piſtols, ſales, 
Were ing an { flaſhing, 


Mahomedans b ning. 


But need I care for that —fince time's on the 


wing, 
You ſee I an: N ou hear how I ſing 
Tol denol, Oc. 
You fee I am men y- hear how # fing. 


That jade, Madam Lilla—that gipſey, afar, 
Is jigging away to the Furkiſh guitar; 
While great ſmooth-chin'd fribbles, 
With vile ſqueaking trebles, 
Chant her praiſes to cheer 
That curit Seraſkier ! 


Till the hankerchief 's thrown—but then what's 


that to me? 


It can't make me uneaſy—T*m happy you lee, 
Tol de rol, Gc. 
It can't make me u waſy—1 m happy you ſee. 


41 
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OME time ago I married a wife, 
And ſhe, poor ſoul, was the plague of my 
life; 
I a when I loſt her, my troubles were 
done 
But i' faith I find they're juſt begun, 
Tho' ſhe's gone, 
Still 'tis all one, 
My troubles, alas! are juſt begun, 


A magiſtrate I next became; 
5 To be impartial was my aim, 
* No diſtintion I made between great and ſmall ; 


Wo Plaintiffs, defendants—l fleec'd them all; 
3 Great and ſmall, 
82 Fleec'd them all, 
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Turks and Chriſtians, 1 cheated em all, 


5 10 praiſe of honeſty I've heard 

As policy 'tis much preferr'd, 

Then if 'tis beſt in life's repaſt, 

The daintieſt diſh, I'll taſte the laſt, 
Honeſt at laſt, 

5 Tir'd of the paſt, 

* A as a change I may try it at laſt, 


>. HH DUET T,———yignra Gra Co. and . 
? BANNISTER, juniors | 


5 E 8. HO? you think by this to vex me. 
ö Love no more ſhall give me pain, 
W. B. Vainly ſtrive not to perplex me, 
> You ſhall dupe me ne'er again. 
Sig. 8. Now 


(19S 
Sig. S. Now your falſhood is requited 
I'll enjoy a fingle life. 
W. B. Hark! to glory I'm invited, 
By the chearful drum and fife. 
Sig. 8. By confent then now we fever, 
Mr. B. Love's all nonſenſe - freedom's ſweet ; 
Sig. S. And we take our leave for ever, 
Mr. B. Never more again to meet. 
Sig. 8. Never more. 
Mr. B. Never more. 
Sig. S. J don't want, Sir, to allure you, 
don't wiſh your ſtay, not J. 
. B. I'm quite happy, I aſſure you, 
Gladly I pronounce good bye! 5 
Sig. S. You have chang'd your mind believe me. 
Mr. B. No—l told you ſo before. * 
Sig. S. Can you have the heart to leave mo? 
Mr. B. Yes: I'll never ſee you more. 
Sig. S. Never more; 
M.. B. Never more. 
Both. Never more my love ſhall leave me; 
Never part—no, never more. 


- 
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THE CONVENTION. 
By Mr. Oakman, 
Tune Derry down. 


OST ſaucy the Dons of Spain lately were 
found, 
And inſulted Old England about Noeotha Sound; 
Then Billy the Grocer—he talk'd very big, 
And dectar'd for the Dons he car'd not a fig. 
Derry down, t& co 
Rat 


1 


WR at 2 tat beat the drum, to alarm the whole 
nation, 

To recruit, and to preſs, on this Pr eſſing occa- 
ſion; 

on diſpatch then was ſent forth to 
Spain, 

IW hich went with all ſpeed, and return d back 
again. 


, 75 


ws 


Derry down, Oc. 
A fleet fitted out, and the ſcliers all ready, 
Blood and thunder the word, fight, fight my 
boys, ſteady ! 
A The Dons ſhall knock under, you need not to 
doubt, 
5 Since they have begun, we will ſure ſee it out. 
„ Derry down, Sc. 
Wen lo, as the mountain once brought forth 
55 a mcule; 
Of glory and honour Old England to chouſe; 
Aft er al the expence and ſuch vaſt prer aration, 
A Convention appears, to amuſe the whole nation. 
Derry aown, Sc. 
Thus after this noiſe, this confuſion, and hurry, 
High words which were filled with bluſter and 
5 fury, 
f EMatter Billy s Convention arrives, to be ſure, 
: And proves we are in the ſame caſe as before. 
Derry dean, Oc. 
1 Wror the inſult we have not the leaſt ſatis action, 
or trouble, expence, and the nation's diſtrac- 
d ; 0 ; tion ; i ; 
82 the wiidom of Pitt to the world will be 
; | known, 
ge, wo ſurely mull laugh, and ſing heigh derry 
Rat own. 


Derry down, Se. 
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TAKE NO CARE FOR TOMORROW. 


By Mr. Oakman. 
Tune——Dibdin's Sound Argument. 


INCE life is ſurrounded with care, 
To ſigh and repine is a folly ; 

J ne'er will give way to diſpair 
So a fig for all dull melancholy : 

While Pve health I will drink and will fing, 
And ſo I will drive away ſorrow ; 

As happy in mind as a king, 

And take little care for to-morrow. 


If Fortune ſhonld happen to frown, 

As oiten ſhe does there's no doubt on't, 
Good humour ſhall ſtill be my own ; 
And ſo I ſhall make no more rout on't 
With a bottle and glaſs, and a friend, 

And a pipe I will whiff away ſorrow ; 
Contented each moment I'll ſpend, 

And take little care for to-morrow. 


Adike in the country or town, 
I'll caſt away troubleſome thinking, 
And ev'ry reflection I'll drown, 

While a jorum of nappy I'm drinking. 
Vhen my money 1s all of it gone, 
And none of my friends I can borrow ; 
Let Death, when he pleaſes, come on, 
And I thaw't care a pin for to-morrow, 


2 
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W. 
| ; Tune “ Says Plato, why /hould Man be wain 9" 
« | By Mr. Oakman, 


H Fortune! why ſhould I repine ? 
25 Who has not made me rich and great: 
Content, and ſocial friends, be mine; 
Then what care I for pomp or ſtate? 
85 i The flowing bowl, the circling glaſs, 
4 The joc und ſong, the merry tale, 
With pleaſure bid each moment pals, 


x Can wealth, or. title turn the ſcale ? 


No !—with ſuch happineſs in view, 
1 Sorrow and care away recede; 
. And Nancy kind, and always true, 
1 | Makes me in fancy bleſt indeed; 
| And happineſs (the ſages ſay,) 
Is only in opinion found; 
Then l' be happy while I may, 
So let the wheel of lite go round. 


I kaow what to-morrow may, 

By fate ordain'd, to me allot ; 
| So let me merry be to-day, 

What is in future matters not: 
Then puſh about the chearful gtaſs, 
Leet us like ſocial friends unite, 
Drink, fing, and toaſt the ſmiling laſs, 
: Aaid crown each moment with delight. 


G LAUGHING 
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LAUGHING SONG. 
The Wicked Wits, 
By Mrs Oakman. 


Tune 


Y chearful mind, 
To mirth inclin'd, 

Is ever on the wing ; 

As blithe and gay, 
As birds in may, 

I hail the ſmiling ſpring. 
My youthful breaſt 
No fears moleſt, 

I paſs the time away, 
And in the ring, N 
I'm heard to ſing, 

With ha! ba! ha! ha! ha! 


My blooming face, 
My ſhape, my grace, 
The youthful ſhepherds praiſe ; 
To win my mind, 
Each is inclin'd, 
With adulating lays: 
4 I lift, *tis true, 
| When e'er they woo, 
Yet laugh at what they ſay; 
For in the ring, 
I {till will ſing, 
With ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 


Untouch'd 
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Untouch'd my heart, 
With Cupid's dart, 

From morn to eve I rove; 
Tho? ev'ry ſwain 
I hear, complain, 

Yet all alike I love. 
Briſk as a bee, 
I will be free, 

And paſs my time away ; 
Let time advance, 


PII join the dance, 
With ha! ba! ha! ha! 


— — 
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Tune“ Ye mortals whom troubles and fancies 
perplex.,”? 


By Mr. Oakman. 


O longer ſhall Kitty or Sally perplex, 
With vanity teaze, and impertinence vex; 
When they ſmile, I will ſmile, -when they're 
gay, I'll be gay, 
But when they are peeviſh, good by, I will ſay; 
With jolly companions the moments PII paſs, 
And make myſelf happy with bottle and glaſs. 


If Care ſhould intrude, I will bid him begone, 
And other folks buſineſs ne'er make my own; 
The deep politicians may join in debate, 

I've nothing to do with affairs of the ſtate; 


With jolly H. 
8 My 
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My wiſh is to paſs through this journey of life, 
To ſhun all vexation, confuſion and ſtrife, 
To do no injuſtice to one or to other, 


But live happy together, as brother and brother: 
With jolly Ee. 


. 


Tune “ Wile I gaaff the roſy bewl."" 
By Mr, Oakman. 


WER the circling glaſs I view, 
Then my tranſports I renew; 


All is happy, all is gay, 

While I laugh, and ſing away: 
Mirth and jollity is mine, 

When I quaff the ſparkling wine. 


\ Thus Anacreon of old 

ö Liv'd, as we by Fame are told; 
* Love and wine, was all his ſong, 
$ Mirt: and pleafure to prolong ; 
4 J, like him, to that incline, 

f While 1 quaff the ſparkling wine. 


f Thus my ſpirits raiſing high, 
, Fickle Fortune I defy; 
5 Then I think of ev'ry grace, 
Chloe, in thy lovely face ; 
Then to love 1 muſt incline, 
While I quaff the ſparking wine. 


BAGHELOR'S 


1 
BACHELOR'S HALL, 
By Mr. DIDI. 


O Bachelors Hall we good fellows invite, 
T To partake of the chace that makes up our 


delight; 
We have firits like fire, and of health ſuch a 
ſtock, 
That our pulſe ſtrikes the ſeconds as true as à 
clock. 
Did you ſee us, you'd ſwear, as we mount with a 
grace, | | 
That Diana had dub'd ſome new Gods of the 
chace. 


CH 0 R U $. 


Hark away! hark away! all nature looks gay, 
And Aurora with {miles uſhers in the bright day. 


Dick Thickſet came mounted upon a fine black, 
A better fleet gelding, ne'er hunter did back. 
Tom Trip rode a bay, full of mettle and bone; 
And gaily Bob Buxom rode proud on a roan ; 
But the horſe of all horſes that rivaPd the day, 
Was the *Squire's Neck-o'nothing, and that was 
a grey. | 


r 


Hark away! hark away! while our ſpifits are 
gays 

Let us drink to the joys of the next coming day. 
G 3 Then, 


| 
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Then for hounds, there was Nimble, fo welt 
that chmbs rocks ; 

And Cocknoſe, a good one at ſcenting a fox: 

"Little Plunge, like a mole, who will ferrit and 
fearch, 

And beetle-brow'd Hawk's-eye, ſo dead at the 

| lurch ; 

Young Sly loaks, that ſcents the ſtrong breeze 

from the ſouth, 


And muſical Echowell with bis deep mouth. 
Hark away ! &c, 


Our horſes thus all of the very beſt blood, 

*Tis not likely you ll eafily find ſuch a ſtud, 

And for hounds our opinions with thouſands 
we'll back, 

That all England throughout can't produce ſuch 
a pack : 

Thus having deſcrib'd you, dogs, horſesand crew, 

Away we ſat off, for the fox is in view, 


Hark away ! tc, 


Sly Reynard brought home, white the hounds 
ſounds a call, 

And now you are rome to Bachelor's Hall; 

be favory ſirloin grateful ſmokes on the boar 4. 

And Bacchus pours wine from his plentiful 
hoard; 

Come on then, do honour to this jovial place, 

And enjoy the ſweet pleaſure that ſprings from 
the chace. 


PATRICK 
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Paralck o*Row, 
: By Mr. Dinbin, 


ATRICK O'Row is my name, 
My calling's the trade of a boxer ; 
I'm a dev'lof a fellow for fame, 
Why I'm bottom like any game cock, Sir. 
Oh I tips them ſo tight, 
Left or right, 5 
And to blind 'em, ſo well J know how, 
To the ſpine of the back I am blood, 
Ab honey ! *tawould do your heart good, 
To be lather d by Patrick CO Row. 


J preſently knock down my men, 
Your ſervant, ſays I, pray call again; 
Then I cloſe up their peepers, and then, 
I wiſh you good night, Mr. Galaghan. 
Were alive Maſter Slack, 
On his back 
I'd lay him as flat as he's now; 
Tis my waſhing, my lodging, and food, 
Ah honey {! Ts 


There's Johnſon, and George, and Big Ben, 
Three bruiſers that well can rally you, 
Tho? they thumpt the three Birmingham men, 
Says I, my lads, little I value you. 

Mendoza and Ward 
Can ſtrike hard, 


And to ſtop, and put in, well know how ; | 


| ” A, : 
Nay, they're every taef af them blood, 1 
Tet honey, *tavould! do them all good, | Wl 

To he Wc 1 ö 
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Wid a handful of fellows like theſe, 
Britannia, What glory I'd bring her to; 
Let the Spaniards come on when they pleaſe, 
Devil burn me, we'd teach them a ting or two: 
Wid a phalanx of fiſts 
In our liſts, 
So nately we'd bodder their giow, 
We'd preſently try if they're blood, 
Ah honey ! taoculd do their pride good, 
To be c. 


Come all ye tight lads, who would earn 

True fame, in a poſſee gather ye, 
How your country you'd ſerve, would you 

learn, 
Juſt wort; come here, 'till I lather ye: 
make you ſo tight, 
Lok and right, 

And each knock me down argument know, 
Come here then, and try if your blood, 
Dewil burn me, ?ravould do ycu/ hearts £00d, 


To be Sc. 


SATURDAY NIGHT AT s EA. 
By Mr. DIBDIN. 


ol Ip fk Saturday night, the twinkling ſtars, 


Shone on the rippling fea, ; 
No duty call'd the jovial tars, 
The helm was laſh'd a lee. 


The 


a 


The ample ean adorn'd the board, 
Prepar'd to ſee it out, 

Each gave the laſs that he ador'd, 
And puſh'd the grog about. 


Cry'd honeſt Tom, my Peg I'll toaſt, 
A frigate neat and trim, | 

All jolly Portſmouth's favourite boaſt, 
I'd venture life and limb ; 

Sail ſeven years and ne'er ſee land, 

With dauntleſs heart, and ſtout, 

So tight a veſſel to command 


Then puſh the grog about. 


P11 give, cry'd little Jack, my Poll, 
Sailing in comely ſtate, . 

Top gal nt ſails ſet, ſhe is ſo tall 
She looks like a firſt rate: 

Ah! would ſhe take her Jack in tow, 
A voyage for life throughout, 

No better birth I'd wiſh to ko W 
Then puſh the grog about. 


III give, cry'd I, my charming Nan, 
Trim, handſome, neat, and tight; 
What joy, ſo fine a ſhip to man, 
Oh ! ſhe's my heart's delight, 
So well ſhe bears the ſtorms of life, 
I'd fail the world throughout, 
Brave ev'ry toil, for ſuch a wife. 


Then puſh the grog about. 
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Thus to defcribe Poll, Peg, or Nan, 
Each beſt his manner try'd ; 

Till ſummon'd by the empty can, 
They to their hammocks hy'd ; 

Yet Nil did they their vigils keep, 
Tho! the huge can was out : 

For in ſoft viſions, gentle ſleep 
Still puſh'd the grog about. 


THE $SOLDIER'S ADIEU, 
By Mr. D1BD1N. 


\ DIEU, adieu, my only life, 


My honour calls me from thee ; 
emember thou'rt a Soldier's wife, 
Thoſe tears do 11] become thee. 

What tho' by duty I am call'd, 

Where thund'ring cannons rattle ; 
Where valour's ſelf might ſtand appall'd 
When on the wings of thy dear love 

To heav'n above 

Thy ferwent oriſons are flown ; 
The tender pray'r 
Thou put „i up there, 

Shall call a guardian angel down, 
To watch me inthe battle. 


My ſafety thy fair truth ſhall be, 
As ſword and buckler ſerving ; 

* life ſhall be more dear to me, 

Ziecauſe of thy preſerving: 


Let 
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Let peril come, let horror threat, 
Let thundering cannons rattle, 
I fearleſs ſeek the conflict's heat, 
Aſſur'd when on the wings of love, 
To heau'n above, Os 


Enough, with that benignant ſmile 

Some kindred God inſpir'd thee, 
Who ſaw thy boſom void of guile, 

Who wonder'd and admir'd thee. 
I go, aſſur'd, my life, adieu, 

Tho? thund'ring cannons rattle, 
Tho? murd”ring carnage ſtalks in view, 
When on the wings of thy true love, 

To heav'n above, c. 


THE TAR FOR ALL WEATHERSe 


By M.. DIBDIN. 


Sail'd from the Downs in the Nancy, 
1 My jib, how it ſmack'd thro? the breeze, 
She's a veſſel as tight to my fancy, 
As ever ſail'd on the falt ſeas, 
Then adieu to the white cliffs of Briton, 
Our girls and our dear native ſhore, 
For if ſome hard rock we ſhould ſplit on, 
Wie ne'er ſhall ſee them any more. | 


But ſailors are born for all weather s, 
Great Guns, let it blow high, blow low, 
Our duty kzeps us to our tethers, 
And where the gale drives we wt go, 


When 
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When we enter'd the gut of Gibraltar, 

I. verily thought ſhe'd have ſunk ; 
For the wind ſo began for to alter, 

She yaw'd juſt as tho'f ſhe was drunk. 
The ſquall tore the main-ſail to ſhivers, 

Helm a-weather, the hoarſe boatſwain cries, 
Brace the foreſail athwart, ſee, ſhe. quivers, 

As thro? the rough tempeſt ſhe flies. 

But ſailors, &c, 

The ſtorm came on thicker and faſter, 

As black juſt as pitch was the ſky ; 
When truly a doleful diſaſter, 

Befel three poor tailors, and J, 
Ben Buntline, Sam Shroud, and Dick Handſet, 

By a blaſt that came furious and hard, 

uſt while we were furling the mainſail, 

Were every ſoul ſwept from the yard. 


Poor Ben, Sam, and Dick, cry*d peccavi. 
As for I, at the riſk of my neck, 6 
While they ſunk down in peace to old Davy, 
Caught a rope, and ſo landed on deck. 
Well, what would you have? we were ſtranded, 
And out of a fine Jolly crew, 
Of three hundred that ſail'd, never landed 
But I, and, I think, twenty two, 
But ſailors, Se. 
After thin we at ſea had miſcarry'd, | 
Another gueſs way ſat the wind, 
For to England I came and got marry*d 
To a laſs that is comely and kind ; 
But whether for joy or vexation, 
e know not for what we were born, 
3 I nay find a kind ſtation, 
Perhaps I may touch at Cape Horn. 
But ſailors, c. 


"But Sailors, Sci, 
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THE LAMPLIGHTER, 


1 jolly Dick, the ce 
They ſay the Sun's my dad; 

And truly, I believe it, Sir, 
For I'm a pretty lad: 

Father and I the world do light, 
And make it look fo gay, 

The diff*rence is I light by night, 
And father lights by day. 


But father” s not the like of I, 
For knowing life and fun; 


For I ſtrange tricks and fancies ſpy, 


Folks never ſhew the fun : 

Rogues, owls, and bats, ean't bear the light, 
I've heard your wife one's ſay ; 

And ſo d'ye mind, I ſees at night, 
Things never ſeen by day. 


At night men lay aſide all art, 
As quite a uſeleſs taſk ! 

And many a face, and many a heart, 
W1ll then pull off the maſk ; 

Each formal prude, and holy wight, 
Will throw diſguiſe away, 

And fin it openly at night, 
Who fainted it all day. 


His darling hoard the miſer views; 
Miſſes from triends decamp z 

And many a ſtateſman miſchief brews 
To his country, o'er his lamp. 


c * 


1 
So father and I, d'ye take me right; | 
Are juſt in the ſame lay, 


I bare-tac'd ſinners light by night, 
And he falſe ſaints by day. | 


— 


A FAVOURITE AIR, 


Fung by Mrs. Bland, at the Royal Circus. 


OME, come, my lads, the war is o'er, 


The ſhips all off are paying, 
Sheets, cables, halliards us'd no more, 
Are up in ord*nary laying. 
The fearful dangers of the main, 
Give way to bowls and: glaſſes, 
And jolly ſailors once again, 
Are ſporting with their laſſes, 


The boatſwain who ſo ſhrilly pipes, 
No longer are we hearing, 

In dock he toſſes off the ſwipes, 
At landlord hoarſely ſwearing. 

The bottle wars not, nor the main, 

(Except while. o'er our glaſſes) 

e count our dangers once again, 
To pleaſe our pretty laſſes, 


Come, then, my hearts, we've prov'd in war, 


We dare meet ev'ry trial, 
In peace by our demeanor fair, 
Let's ſhew we're. ſubjects loyal. 
And when the duties of the main, 
Demand us from our glaſſes; 
We'll figh as we prepare again, 
To leave our pretty laſſes. 


PATTY 


wy vt 


('87 ') 
" PATTY'S THE GIRL OF MY HEART. 
Sung by Mr. Darley, at Pauxhall, 


O wonder I'm now ſeen to grieve, 
3 Who was wont to be lively and ſmart; 
: Nor can any my ſorrows relieve, 
But Patty, the girl of my heart. 


Her abſence I'll ne'er ceaſe to mourn, 
Nor my pangs of diſtreſs to impart 

To the world, 'till IJ gain the return 
Of Patty, ſweet girl ot my heart. 


With an anxious impatience I burn, 
And ſooner with life would 1 part, 
han wait in ſuſpence the return 
Of Patty, dear girl of my heart. 


But ſhe haſtes, and forbids me to mourn. 
.Nay ſhe tells me ſhe'll ne*er again part, | 
And I now bleſs the happy return if 
Of Patty, the girl of heart. | 


THE FATE OF POOR JACK» : 


1 E AR Poll do not grieve when Ibid you 

1; farewell, | | | 
M | For your ſighs and your tears are in vain: 
| How hard is-my lot, to leave yon, my girl, 
2 Perhaps, ne'er to ſee you again? 

My country calls me, and it muſt be obey'd, = 
Since by duty I'm bound to the ſea ; | ' 

\ »Tis honout that tells me not to be diſmay'd, 

| But. till of good courage to be. 
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May peace to our iſle be reſtor'd once more, 
'Thga again to your arms I'll fly back, 
At ntght on y gur bed when you hear the wind roar 
Yow'lI think on the fate of poor Jack. 
Come, do not repine, nor give way to deſpair, 
But believe it is all for my good; | 
With the ſons of Britannia my fate I will ſhare, ' 
And behave as a gallant tar ſhould : 
Ill baniſh each fear, when we meet with the foe, 
To conquer, for that is my wiſh : 
But if I am ſhot, overboard I muſt go, 
At the bottom make food for the fiſh ; ö 
My fortune in war may be like many more, 
With the Joſs of a limb I come back; 
At night on your bed, when-you hear the wind 
a ES 
You'll think on the fate of poor Jack. 
Until my return VI] hope all for the beſt, 
Upon cowardice look as a fin, 
II brave out the fight, and ſtick tight to my lt, 
And die for'my countay and King; 
When engage is the'word, our quarters we a” 
We make the dull foe take their flight; 
We crowd all our ſail, and after em make, 
To die we would rather than ſtrike; 
If we beat the proud Dons, as we've oft done before, 
Then I, love, with riches come back, | 
No longer you'll liſt when you hear the wind 
> roar; 
But you'll {mile on the fate of poor Jack. 


THE. ENGLISH WEDDING» 
Tune“ An old Waman cloathed in grey.” 
By W. H. Hall, E/7. 
A TTEND to. the tale hich [ ſing, 
Yon laſſes who are very pretty; 
"Tis a ſtory that's fit for a king, 
Becauſe it was done in the city. 
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Tom Trip was a ſaucy old blade, 
| He fear'd neither bailiff nor dunner; 
His daughter a charming young maid, 
1 Was ply'd by Jack Prime the gunner. 


Tom Trip firſt open'd the bulk, 
By aſking Jack what weight of metal; 
But alas! he was now a ſhear hulk, | 
He ſeem'd quite as dry the kettle. 4 
If you're dumb to the matter I alk, | | 


Cry'd old honeſt Tom, to poor [ack, 
Why, to be ſure, it is no great taſk, | 1 
| To haul the ſmall veſſel aback. | 

h Poll faw Jack ſo readily ſtrike, 1 
| She her father implor'd to conſider ; 1 
She faid, as how, very like, of 

He might be better thana higher bidder. U 
The bargain went off in a crack, 1 

And Tom join'd the couple together, 

E Thus was marry'd honeſt poor Jack, | 

The ſport of toul winds and bad weather. 1 

———— ꝛ—̃ͤ D—T̃— 7 
THE TIMES. | 

| By W. H. Hall, . 
Tune -“ All bail to the king.” 


1 1 EH OL) on the main, our forces again, 
a 2 Their colours do boldly diſplay ; 
5 No foe dare reſtrain, ſo hardy a train, 


4 Accuſtom'd to carry the ſway : 

9 From Britain they came, the iſland of fame, 

Where party is only debate. 

6 For in ev'ry degree, bold Britons are free, 
| To ſtand as the pillars of ſtate. 
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Brave tars are no flaves, true ſons of the waves, 
Who ſtand forth in liberty's cauſe ; 

What nation, on earth, to ſuchheroes gave birth, 
That always have gain'd ſuch applauſe : 

Let bravado's advance, from Spain and trom 

France. | 

To amuſe their internal diffentions ; 

But with men of renown, whoſe actions ſill crown 
Theſe are but of puny dimenſions. 

Behold now my boaſt, Old England's my toaſt, 
Where freedom her ſtandard has rais'd ; 

Let no clamours abound, on ſuperficial ground . 
True glory deſerves to be prais'd: 

Our records of old, hiſtory has told, 
As deeds of heroic diſplay ; 

Long may we ſing, freedom and our king, 
The toaſt of the times for the day. 


THE Sing by } DRUNKARDS. 
Tune—** Welcome, welcome brother debtor. * 
B W. H. Hall, Eu. 


OME, brave boys, who're fond of drinking, 
Sit you down and drain the caſk ; 
Nought but ſpirits can thus be thinking, 
Raiſe the fumes to fill the flaſk. | 


Nature boaſts, ſhe gives directions. 
To the ſons of toil and care; 

But with Bacchus, —no reflections, 
Pur*ſt with dr inking interfere. 


Can glory's ſtandard, rais'd in battle, 
Guard the chief from wild diſmay ? 

Yet, where cannon balls do rattle, 
Courage gains, if ift your clay. 


Ra, 


See 
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See the Dons in ſober ſadneſs, 
Fly before the ſons of Mars ; 
Whilſt good flip, the food of gladneſs, 
Animates the Britiſh tars. 
Fill the roſy liquor hi gher, 
Let none his bumper e'er controul ; 
At this taſk we'll never tire, 
But again we'll fill the bowl, | 
View iprightly health, how ſhe ſi ps it, 
Sure ſparkling liquor i is divine : 
To the King of Drunkards, tip it, 


Now fill your glaſſes, —punch : and wine. 


THE BULLS OF LONDON. | 
Tune Old Sir Simon the King,” 
ä By W. H. Hall, Ei. 
A S Tabby ſhe ſat by the glaſs, 
/ \ Purring to pleaſe by her winking, 
Her miſtreſs near her did paſs, 
To get out the bottle, for drinking. 


The toilet ſo rudely was plac'd, 


The candle gave heat to its body; 
Fae cat ſhe got foully diſgrac'd, 

Becauſe her miſtreſs was noddy, 
Now Molly ſhe ſcream'd out aloud, 

And gave room for all to enquire, 
Quickly aſſembled a croud, 

To help to extinguiſh the fire: 
But little was now to be ſeen, 

Except the crackt glais on the floor, 
The ſharps were eagerly keen, 

To put out the lots at the door. 
Simon the worthy and pure, 
Had from the Change juſt return a, 
When 'twas too late for the cure, 


For moſt of his Ricks were now burn'd: 
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The engines were all in the ſtreet, 
Tho' no ſpark could any behold, 
The neighbours did courteouſly greet, 
That Deborah was not in death's fold. 
The Quaker he ſaw *twas in vain, 
To fret at the changes in life, 
He knew, twas but ſhame to complain, 
Whe 1 1t only expoſed his wife. 
Nou friends (quoth the ſteady good man) 
„Thy kindneſs ſavour'ſt of cunning, 
In future I'll do what I can, 
% To avoid the bulls of London.” 


— — 


THE SHAMROCK. 
Sung by Mr. Dignum, at the London Tavern, on St. 
Patrick*s Day, 1791. 


> ſons of Hibernia, your Shamrocks 


diſplay, 
For ever made facred to St, Patrick's day, 


Tis the type of religion, the badge of our Saint, 


And a plant of that foil, which no venom can 


taint, 

| ö 66: 
Then with Shamrocks as myrthes, let's garniſh the bowsl, 
Ia converſe conviwial, and fleet flow of foul : 

| Fo our Saint make oblations of gen'rous wine, e 
What Saint would have more, ſure tis worſhip divines 
Both Venus and Mars to our land lay a claim, 
Their title is own'd and recorded by fame; 


But St. Patrick to friendſhip had hallowed the- 


ground, 
And bade hoſpitality ever abound. 
Now with Shamrocts, SWG. 
Tho! jovial and feſtive in ſeeming exceſs, 
We've hearts ſympathetic of others diſtrefz:; 
May ourShamrock continue toflourith and prove. 
Nu emblem of charity friendſhip and loves. 
Still with Shamrocks, &c. 
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May inſenũi bility tread heavy en the wy” toes o an. * 


TOASTS AA SENTIMENTS, 
BY W. H. HALL, ESQ 


HE glorious triad, ſtill be our toaſt, 
The King, and the people of freedom to boat. 

May George the Great, be greater Rill, 
His taxes leſſen—yet his coffers fill. | 
May Popularity ſelect her choice A 
From Freedom's ſons, and by Virtue's voice. n 
May Error guard the hoard of the Peculator,— 
And may open ſhame, be the gift of each ſpectator, | 
May Engliſh tars their native rights maintain, 
That England's flag muſt only rule the main. 
May the King with his people always agree, 
That no ſubject's a Briton without liberty. 
May the Queen of our Iſle for ever be ſuch, 
That, tho" great our regard—it can't be too much. 
May the Minitier's friends be liberty's tribe, 
To ipurn away faction and every bribe. 2 
When honour preſcribes a doſe for the ſtate L 
May juſtixe adminiſter the ſame to the greats - 
Where royalty warms the heart of def re, 
May prudence ſtill quench ambition's baſe fire. 


— * 


Of worth by our ſtandard, may heroes ftill claims bo 8 

That a Briton's the higheſt, of the records of fame; + 14 

May the log- book of party, ever contain 

The diſtrefs of ſhipwreck, for policy gain. . 
Where the houſe is divided for figiſter views, r 


May the premier be defeated in e- ry cruize. 


The King who rules by mild dictates of ſway, 

May ev'ry loyal ſubject duly obey. 

May the apparent Heir apparent virtues ſhew; Jas 

That a ſubjeR's greateſt care, from his rule ſhall flop. 

May the ſtock of bribery never produce a ſwarm, 

T hro' the prolific warmth of the treaſury. , 

May corruption's repreſentatives be ſtigmatized by the „dent 
of Tory influence. g 

May the epithets Whig and Tory, 5 1 +5 ; 

Never raiſe venality's pride or glory. 

The friends of Great Britain and the "ens of Ade 
none near Whitehall. 

May plenty of heroes ever be found, 9 

Who wiſh to chattiſe the ons in Nootka Sound. 

May honeſty pervade the ſyſtematic arrangements of venue. 

projectors. 
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| May the dome of adulation, be the fane of party whoſe prin” ii 


cipl-s are corrupted by loere. 4 


* 
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May Erith court never ads 4 ſaithfel member ce 
| deſert his ep 

May the ſunſhine of 


;nifterial Influence, be quickly fue- 
ceeded by the blight of Oppoſition. 


May our only emulation be in the ſupport of civil and rell 
2 7 
May the 1 of 8iſhonour, receive the wages of his merit 
with grief and ſhame. 


May honefty's advocate be the favourite of juftice in every 
court, 


May prodence-be the favaurite of charity, ſo at to guard the 
avenues of deception. 

W hore profeſſion 12 the-ſole fabric of infinuation, may truth 
quickly unveil the pretender. 

In a land of liberty, may property be ever held ſacred from the 
inroads of injuſtice. 

May fravd never be ſanctioned by the a . of 8 

May religion and law be the food of a 3 Rate, bu 
never be adminiſtered by compul fio 


May the frowns:,of misfortune never be .3 maſk to pro- 
hibit friendſhip. 


May the lines of temytation go no further than to betray the 


ropoſer. 
The three — Beer and Brandy. 
May gladngfe await the laſt act of induſtry, 20 2 reward far 
er toil, 
May the fignificant air of preſumption be a note of aimirg- 
tion to avoid the character. 4 
May the dogmas of the poſitive man, be'a leflon of advice to 
his auditors. 


When folly claims attention, may laughter, preclude him an 
audience. 


Where error finds the way to injure our principles, ma truth 
SN ckly follow. to rb the intruder. POE 
May the gauntlet of vice be worn by the adherents ef iniquity. 


May: the ohviey ty af virtue, be an inducement. for reaſoa do 
| ciate with fo (ate a companion. 


May love never want an advocate, if he be introduced by family 
hymen. : 
May vice ſulter loſs . in all her traffic, and be a bankrupt to 


virtue. 


May the harmony of ſocial dife be the criterion of connubiat. 
melody Yo 


May: the fymphony of lave be the key notes of moderation. 


May the jarrings of party produce the harmoaic welulacion of 
e concert. 
May the three C's always command, 


r „„ 


89 3 


i * 2 2 ve vw". .. 
Oe 2, A Otto . * LY 


_ N W * 
8 
a TJ” w | 
* . 4 
— wn 2 ” Fa 


C98 3 


"The unity of peace and the tp of war, may pervade the 
finows of  goverraments 

When love leaves the doors of ny jar, miy horiour guard 
the entrance. 

When ſucceſs crowns the attack of innocente, may remorſe 

n force the marauder to make compenſation. 93 EG 

The chaſte fair whoſe ſprightly face, 

Does heav'n guard by courteout grace. 

The hieroglyhics of Eden—a man and woman in naked truth. 

The ſource of virtue to the female tracucer—eſiramt and ug- 
lineſs. 

May the field of reaſon be the bender of the walks of fancy. 

When nature locks the door, may the key of artis loſe its 

wardr, 


When the old crotodile feigns tears of contririon, may the 
juvenile fair, fly from the ſound. 
The purity'of primitive ſimplicity may fil be the aim of ſe- 
male innocence. 
When Hypocriſy holds the ſcale, may rigid conſcience pow 
the balance, 
When juſtite executes her final forms, may only the attro- 
cious be enrolled culprits. 
Þ When the tranquil reft of peace ſolaces the pattaker, may 
| health and competence be his gueſts. | 
May the human ſpan of life be formed of pliant materialsfto, | 
guard the road of reaſon. _ 
May the cheek of virtue never be put to the bluſh by the +2 
tongue of obſcenity. , 
May wiſdom's children partake of the light of knowledge w, 
the advancement of ſocial love. N 
May the policies of ſelf-intereſt loſe by the commerce of in- 


tegri 
When eee the bark, may the hand of bene fteer : 
the helm. = 
When beauty is the propoſed cargo of fortune, may the ſtorms - 1 
of temptation be in other ſeas. Fo =p 
Where trade ſhips the crew, may the voyage be proſperoute 
Where villainy commands, may 'the r 4 bare the me 
| of 'Pharoah's hoſt. 
May the betrayer of faith be ever curſed with faithleſs ene | 
May the fate of the Baſtile attend the fabtif of every defpotic * 
5 government. 
DE When love attacks the fort of virtue, may the code of * 
| produce articles of capitulation, \ 
May the prinee who dares to curtail the dom 
find an Oliver to judge his deeds. _ 
May uſurpers receive rewards from the handy 3% 
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us a neverhave __; 
„ violation of eſtab} A 
= oy the promidence of defence, 4 Tait) cla to the ach; 2 | 
- iv "Re Tol evils attend the ptemoter of publie burden - Mw 
ay t Alen of both —— ſcheme a n tax on every 6. 3 £1: 
houſe, 
May Tower-hily be ever remembered by che of f ZE 
Me indoſtry be ever guidedby —— ded. by be- 
_ == | negglence,... US 5 
| . When ralour claims the wreath, may the lourels be eme lt 
+ © dgomday.'. 4 5 
| Ii | ay religion, and philoſophy never go into the 3 of.v un- * 
: 


certainty, to rouſe the dire fiends of bigotry., 


* May Wee eee the eſtate of the eren ani re move theie: 
1 diftr 
I r May 2 derer: want an advocate to. ert! its genuine prin- 
A . ciples hen unvarniſhed in recital. | 
I llaotry. of freedom, and confuſion to the leaders of ſla- 
=_— — very. 
. May France! aim e with us in that precious commodity of 
N | 1 liberality of ſentiment. | 
8 the Dans have reaſon to rue the claim of ſounding Nootka. 
EE May the coofederate. enemies of our, tion be humbled to this. 
lens paws, 0 edt eat if; 
arts and ictences, with | Brivih 3 i 
A qurtkngwledge—rand guard us fr alarm. 
1 1 merit be fah&t ckioned by roy Jatwnage,0n6 lib - 
* ty. % . Nr 


The Works of d pe dwidel, fair, 9 225 
Way they-/us teach, and his great truths declare. +, t-- 41 1 1 
en For and Pitt about à creed diſagree, _ 
either: be orthodox to you or to me, rr 
hen petties wringle, and boaſt of a name, F121 
May patrivts know they: diſgrace their fame. 7 
M honefty find a guide to Weſtminſter Hall, and honour 
td St. James's: - 
Me the w. . — of both hövſes be on the K of if 5 
1 5 r hireling. af deputed or delegated PRs: IN cer 
* ++. tain,ofjaftice,a\ the Monſtferr. 
2 Ma, party, mopſters ſtill rei, „ 7; 1 2145 f 
That manſters will their kind deceive. : 
: e blight ot. jealous fears be fat away, 
rom khe conftant heart and dear ſiberty's Me; 
Khoo" © attend the good aud braven 
Hat b * deteſt, 18 pacty Mayer 5 1 
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